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Wort You Join Our Happy F wily? 


HE JUDGE FAMILY¥ now has 
800,000 members—but there’s room 
for a million. 


Will you be one of the lucky 200,000? 


You do not need to sign a long lease 
in the House of Happiness. Just send 
a couple of dollars and be.one of us 
for four months. Then, if you like it, 
you can arrange to stay by the year. 


Judge is the champion gloom chaser of today. It publishes 
more clean, wholesome, health-giving:- laughs than any, other pub- 
lication in the land. To list those who contribute original humorous 
text and pictures is to call the roll of the laugh-producers of America. 
To this unequalled array it adds the only complete review of the 
world’s best laughs—the best from the foreign and home funny 
papers, carefully selected each week for Judge readers. The Digest 
of the World’s Humor is, say many members of the Great Judge 
Family, worth all it costs to join. Then there are the “Bad 
Breaks,” and the “College Wits,” both mirth-compelling features 
found nowhere else. But we won't stop to enumerate all the good 
things and there are a lot of ’em. 

















Here’s the proposition for new subscribers only: 


Send two dollars with your name and address, and we 
will mail you Judge for four months (17 issues). This 
is the only way you can make sure of getting regularly 
the best antidote for the blues—and you save money. 


This offer is only to introduce you and Judge. It is open to 
NEW SUBSCRIBERS only. 


Send today, check, post office or express money order, or registered 


letter to JUDGE, Dept. C., 225 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. | 
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A Catt from THE CommitreeE—IN Dear Otp Kentucky 


“As we understand it, suh, youah disco’se is to be upon watah, the well and favohably known element. That it has its uses, 
suh, we grant you, but youah endeavoh to populahize it as a bevohrage we considah against the best intoests of the community, 
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Wuen You Upset a Grass or WinE—Nowabays 


Broken Barriers, or Red Love on a Blue Island 


Second and Concluding Instalment of the New Kind 
of Thing Which Replaces the Old-Time Sea Story 


By Sterpuen Leacock 


What Has Happened: Mr. Borus, having bored his wife to 
the point of divorce by relations of his travels and hunting ex- 
ploits, is to meet her in New Orleans, each taking a different ship. 
He is shipwrecked off the Dry Tortugas, but finds a girl floating 
in the sea and takes her on his raft. He shows bravery, modesty, 


FTER a great struggle I rose at last from the tar 
bucket, feeling, if not a brighter, at least a cleaner 

man. 
Dawn was already breaking. I looked about me. 
As the sudden beams of the tropic sun illumined the 
placid sea, I saw immediately before me, only a hundred yards 
away, an island. A sandy beach sloped back to a rocky emi- 
nence, broken with scrub and jungle. I could see a little stream 
leaping among the rocks. With eager haste I paddled the 
raft close to the shore till it grounded in about ten inches of 

water. 

I leaped into the water. 

With the aid of a stout line, I soon made the raft fast to a rock. 
Then as I turned I saw that Miss Croyden was standing upon 
the raft, fully dressed, and gazing at me. The morning sun- 
light played in her hair and her deep blue eyes were as soft as 
the Caribbean Sea itself. 

“Don’t attempt to wade ashore, Miss Croyden,” I cried in 
agitation. ‘Pray do nothing rash. The waters are simply 
infested with bacilli.” 


and rare consideration, but is in love with her. As they prepare 
to spend their first night on the raft, she behind a blanket screen and 
he in the tar bucket, he ruminates on his marital past and resolves 
to hide his love for his companion. The closing chapter finds 
them together on an island and records the romantic result. 


“But how can I get ashore?” she asked, with a smile which 
showed all, or nearly all, of her pearl-like teeth. 

““Miss Croyden,” I said, ‘there is only one way. 
carry you.” 

In another moment I had walked back to the raft and lifted 
her as tenderly and reverently as if she had been my sister 
indeed more so—in my arms. 

Her weight seemed nothing. When I get a girl like that in 
my arms, I simply don’t feel it. Just for one moment as I 
clasped her thus in my arms, a fierce thrill ran through me. 
But I let it run. 

When I had carried her well up the sand close to the little 
stream, I set her down. To my surprise, she sank down in a 
limp heap. 

The girl had fainted. 

I knew that it was no time for-hesitation. 

Running to the stream I filled my hat with water and dashed 
it in her face. Then I took up a handful of mud and threw it at 
her with all my force. After that I beat her with my hat. 

At length she opened her eyes and sat up. 
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rhe girl shuddered. 

“How lonely !”? she said. 

“Lonely or not,” I said with a laugh (luckily 
I can speak with a laugh when I want to), ‘I must 
get to work.” 

I set myself to work to haul up and arrange 
our effects. With a few stones I made a rude 
table and seats. I took care to laugh and sing 
as much as possible while at my work. The 
close of the day found me still busy with my 
labors. 

“Miss Croyden,” I said, ‘I must now arrange a 
————7_ place for you to sleep.” 


— 








Draw by A B. Waker 
Poor (7?) SMITH WAS WRECKED ON A SAND-BAR OFF THE COAST 
‘‘I must have fainted,” she said, with a little shiver. “I am 


cold. Oh, if we could only have a fire! 
‘I will do my best to make one, Miss Croyden,” | replied, 


speaking as gymnastically as I could. “I will see what I can 
do with two dry sticks.” 

“With dry sticks?” queried the girl. *‘Can you light a fire 
with that? How wonderful vou are!” 


“I have often seen it done,”’ I replied thoughtfully, “ when 
I was hunting the humpo, or horned buffalo, in the Himalayas, 
it was our usual method.” 

‘‘Have you really hunted the humpo?” she asked, her eves 
large with interest. 

“I have indeed,” I said, “but you must 
rest; later on I will tell you about it.” 

“I wish you could tell me now,” she said 
with a little moan. 

Meantime I had managed to select from 
the driftwood on the beach two sticks that 
seemed absolutely dry. Placing them care 
fully together, in Indian fashion, I then 
struck a match and found no difficulty in 
setting them on fire 

In a few moments the girl was warming 
herself beside a generous fire 

logether we breakfasted upon the beach 
beside the fire discussing our plans like 
comrades 

Our meal over, I rose. 

I will leave you here a little,” I said 
“while I explore.” 
With no great difficulty I made my way 


ee Te With the aid of four stakes driven deeply into 
the ground and with blankets strung upon them, 
F FLORIDA I managed to fashion a sort of rude tent, roofless, 


but otherwise quite sheltered 

‘*Miss Croyden,” I said when all was done, ** go in there. 

Then, with little straps which I had fastened to the blankets 
I buckled her in reverently. 

‘Good night, Miss Croyden,”’ I said 

‘But you,” she exclaimed, “where will you sleep?” 

“Oh, I?” I answered speaking as exuberantly as I could, **! 
shall do very well on the ground. But be sure to call me at the 
slightest sound.” 


Then I went out and lay down in a patch of cactus plants. 
* * * * x * * * 
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I need not dwell in detail upon the busy and arduous days that 


























through the scrub and climbed the eminence 
of tumbled rocks that shut in the view 
On my return Miss Croyden was still } 
seated by the fire, her head in her hands 
‘*Miss Crovden,”’ I said, “‘we are on an 
island.” 
Is it inhabited?” she asked 
Once, perhaps, but not now. It is one 
of the many keys of the West Indies. Here, % 
in old buccaneering days, the pirates landed (2. 
ind careened their ships.” 
‘How did they do that?” she asked 
fascinated 
‘I am not sure,” I answered. “I think _ 
with whitewash. At any rate they gave — . oo Ganguan ©. Bas 
them a good careening But sinc e then these “SIR, THI Jon: ES WANT TO KNOW IF THEY ¢ AN HAVI ' YEAR, INSTEAD OF Ix 
solitudes are only the home of the sea-gull, ae An ne rt = any We retinas aallane gece : , 
N’ WHERE'D WE BE! E CONTRACT WITH OUR ARCHITECTS FOR A SIX-MONTHS 
the sea-rew, and the albatross.” HOUSE. THEM DWELLIN’S AIN’T MADE TO STAND UP FOR YEAR PAYMENTS.” 
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followed our landing upon the island. I had much todo. Each 
morning I took our latitude and longitude. By this I then set 
my watch, cooked porridge, and picked flowers till Miss Croy- 
den appeared. : 

With every day the girl came forth from her habitation as a 
new surprise in her radiant beauty. One morning she had 
bound a cluster of wild arbutus about her brow. Another day 
she had twisted a band of convolvulus around her waist. Ona 
third she had wound herself up in a mat of bulrushes. 

With her bare feet and wild bulrushes ali round her, she 
looked as a cave woman might have looked, her eyes radiant 
with the Caribbean dawn. My whole frame thrilled at the sight 
of her. At times it was all I could do not to tear the bulrushes off 
her and beat her with heads of them. But I schooled myself to re- 
straint,and handed her a rock to sit upon and passed her her por- 
ridge on the end of a shovel with the calm politeness of a friend. 

Our breakfast over, my more serious labors of the day began. 
I busied myself with hauling rocks or boulders along the sand 
to build us a house against the rainy season. With some tackle 
from the raft I had made myself a set of harness by means of 
which I hitched myself to a boulder. By getting Miss Croyden 
to beat me over the back with a stick 


alligator upon the beach, and attaching a string to the fellow’s 
neck I had led him to our camp. I had then poisoned the 
fellow with tinned salmon and removed his hide. 

Our costume was now brought into harmony with our sur 
roundings. For myself, garbed in goat-skin with the hair out 
side, with alligator sandals on my feet and with whiskers at 
least six inches long, I have no doubt that.I resembled that 
beau ideal, a cave man. With the open-air life a new agility 
seemed to have come into my limbs. With a single leap in my 
alligator sandals I was enabled to spring into a cocoanut tree. 

As for Edith Croyden, I can only say that as she stood 
beside me on the beach in her suit of black goat-skin (she had 
chosen the black spots) there were times when I felt like 
seizing her in the frenzy of my passion and hurling her into 
the sea. Fur always acts on me just like that. 

It was at the opening of the fifth week of our life upon the 
island that a new and more surprising turn was given to our 
adventure. It arose out of a certain curiosity, harmless 
enough, on Edith Croyden’s part. “Mr. Borus,” she said 
one morning, ‘‘I should like so much to see the rest of our 


island. Can we?” 











I found that I made fair progress. - 
| Picture. 


But even as I worked thus for our com- 

mon comfort, my mind was fiercely filled Framing | 
with the thought of Edith Croyden. 
I knew that if once the barriers broke, 
everything would be swept away. Heaven 
alone knows the effort that it cost me. 
At times nothing but the sternest resolu- 
tion could hold my fierce impulses in check. 
Once I came upon the girl writing in 
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the sand with a stick. I looked to see 
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what she had written. I read my own 
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name “Harold.” With a wild cry, I 
leapt into the sea and dived to the bot- 
tom of it. When I came up I was calmer. 
Edith came towards me; all dripping as 
I was, she placed her hands upon my 
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shoulders. *‘How grand you are!” she 
said. “I am,” I answered; then I added 
‘**Miss Croyden, for Heaven’s sake don’t 
touch me on the ear. I can’t stand it.” of dop soap 
I turned from her and looked out over the with every 
sea. Presently I heard something like a stepladdep 
groan behind me. The girl had thrown today 
herself on the sand and was coiled up in a 
hoop. ‘‘Miss Croyden,” I said, “for 
God’s sake don’t coil up in a hoop.” I 
rushed to the beach and rubbed gravel 
on my face. 

With such activities, alternated with 
wild bursts of restraint, our life on the 
island passed as rapidly as in a dream. 
Had I not taken care to notch the days 
upon a stick and then cover the stick with [> 
tar, I could not have known the passage 
of the time. The wearing out of our 
clothing had threatened a serious diffi- 
culty. But by good fortune I had seen a 
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large black-and-white goat wandering 
among the rocks and had chased it to a 
standstill. From its skin, leaving the fur 
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still on, Edith had fashioned us clothes. 
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Our boots we had replaced with alligator Drawn by Don Heroip 
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‘Alas, Miss Croyden,”’ I said, “I fear that there is but 
little to see. Our island, so far as I can judge, is merely 
one of the uninhabited keys of the West Indies. It is 
nothing but rock and sand and scrub. There is no life 
upon it. I fear,’’ I added, speaking as jauntily as I could, 
“that unless we are taken off it we are destined to stay 
on it.” 

‘Still I should like to see it.”’ she persisted. 

“Come on then,” I answered, “if you are good for a 
climb we can take a look over the ridge of rocks where I 
went up on the first day.” 

We made our way across the sand of the beach, among 
the rocks and through the close-matted scrub beyond 
which an eminence of rugged boulders shut out the 
further view 

Making our way to the top of this we obtained a wide 
look over the sea. The island stretched away to a con- 
siderable distance to the eastward, widening as it went, 
the complete view of it being shut off by similar and 
higher ridges of rock. 

Sut it was the nearer view, the foreground, that at 
once arrested our attention. Edith seized my arm. 
‘Look, oh, look!” she said. 

Down just below us on the right hand was a similar 
beach to the one that we had left. A rude hut had been 
erected on it and various articles lay strewn about. 

Seated on a rock with their backs towards us were a 
man and woman. The man was dressed in goat-skins, 
and his whiskers, so I inferred from what I could see of them 
from the side, were at least as exuberant as mine. The woman 
was in white fur with a fillet of seaweed round her head. 

“Cave people,” whispered Edith, “aborigines of the island.” 

But I answered nothing. Something in the tall outline of the 
seated woman held my eye. A cruel presentiment stabbed me 
to the heart. 

In my agitation my foot overset a stone, which rolled noisily 
down the rocks. The noise attracted the attention of the two 
seated below us. They turned and looked searchingly towards 
the place where we were concealed. Their faces were in plain 
sight. As I looked at that of the woman I felt my heart 
cease beating and the color leave my face. 
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Judge (to witness)—You ARE DISCHARGED. 
Witness—BvuT You CAN’T DISCHARGE ME! 
“Way nor?” 

“*Cause | aIn’T WORKIN’ FOR You.” 


I looked into Edith’s face. It was as pale as mine. 

“What does it mean?” she whispered. 

“Miss Croyden,” I answered, ‘‘Edith—it means this. I 
have never found the courage to tell you. I am a married 
man. The woman seated there is my wife. And I love you.” 

Edith put out her arms with a low cry and clasped me about 
the neck. “ Harold,” she murmured, “‘my Harold!” 

“Have I done wrong?” I whispered. 

“Only what I have done, too,” she answered. “I, too, am 
married, Harold, and the man sitting there below, John Croy- 
den, is my husband.” 

With a wild cry such as a cave man might have uttered, I had 
leapt to my feet. 

“Your husband!” I shouted. ‘‘ Then, by 
the living God, he or I shall never leave this 
place alive.” 

He saw me coming as I bounded down 
the rocks. In an instant he had sprung to 
his feet. He gave no cry. He asked no 
question. He stood erect as a cave man 
would, waiting for his enemy. 

And there upon the sands beside the sea 
we fought, bare-handed and weaponless. 
We fought as cave men fight. 

For a while we circled round one another, 
growling. We circled four times, each 
watching for an opportunity. Then I picked 
up a great handful of sand and threw it flap 
into his face. He grabbed a cocoanut and 
hit me with it in the stomach. Then J] 
seized a twisted strand of wet seaweed and 
landed him with it behind the ear. Fora 
moment he staggered. Before he could re- 
cover I jumped forward, seized him by the 
hair, slapped his face twice and then leaped 
behind a rock. Looking from the side I 
could see that Croyden, though half dazed, 








Mrs. Hiflite—Wuat, YoU PAY THAT GIRL $15 A WEEK TO COOK FOR you? 
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was looking round for something to throw. 
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Modernize your old bedsteads. 


and convenient devices which may be purchased at your local hardware store. 


your comfort. 


To my horror I saw a great stone lying ready to his hand. 
Beside me was nothing. I gave myself up for lost, when at 
that very moment I heard Edith’s voice behind me saving, 
“The shovel, quick, the shovel!"’ The noble girl had rushed 
back to our encampment and had fetched me the shovel 
‘Swat him with that!” she cried. I seized the shovel, and with 
the roar of a wounded bull—or as near as I could make it 

I rushed out from the rock, the shovel swung over my head 

But the fight was all out of Croyden. 

“Don’t strike,” he said, “I’m all in. 
crack with that kind of thing.” 

He sat down upon the sand, limp. Seen thus he somehow 
seemed to be quite a small man, not a cave man at all. His goat 
skin suit shrunk in on him. I could hear his pants as he sat. 

“‘T surrender,” he said. ‘‘Take both the women. They are 
yours.” 

I stood over him leaning upon the shovel. 
had closed in near to us. 

“IT suppose you are /er husband, are you?” Croyden went on. 

I nodded. 

“T thought you were. Take her.” 

Meantime Clara had drawn nearer to me. She looked some 
how very beautiful with her golden hair in the sunlight, and the 
white furs draped about her. 


I couldn’t stand a 
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Grandma’s fourposter can be brought completely up-to-date by the addition of a few simple 
Will save harsh words and add immeasurably to 


* Harold is it 
I didn’t know you were so 


* Harold she exclaimed 
strange and masterful you look. 


you: How 


strong.” 

When I was alone,”’ I said, **on the Himalayas hunting the 
humpo or humped buffalo 

Clara clasped her hands looking into my face. 

“Yes,” she said, * tell me about it.” 

Meantime I could see that Edith had gone over to John 
Croyvden 

“John,” she said, **vou shouldn't sit on the wet sand like 
that. You will get a chill. Let me help you to get up.” 

I looked at Clara and at Croyden. 

“How has this happened?”’ I asked, ** Tell me.” 

**We were on the same ship,” Croyden said. ‘* There came a 
great storm. Even the captain had never seen F 

“T know,” I interrupted, “so had ours.” 

* The ship struck a rock, and blew out her four funnels 

“Ours did too,” I nodded 

“The bowsprit was broken, and the steward’s pantry was 
carried away. The captain gave orders to leave the ship 

“It is enough, Croyden,” I said, ‘I see it all now. You were 
left behind when the boats cleared, by what accident you don’t 
know——_”’ 

“TI don't,” said Croyden 
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“As best you could, you constructed a raft, and with such 
haste as you might you placed on it such few things ‘ 
“Exactly,” he said,— ‘a chronometer, a sextant 
“I know,” I continued, “two quadrants, a bucket of water, 
and a lightning rod. You picked up Clara floating in the sea?” 
“I did,’’ Croyden said, ‘“‘she was unconscious when I got her, 


” 


but by rubbing——” 

“Croyden,” I said, raising the shovel again, “cut that out.”’ 

“I’m sorry,” he said. 

“Tt’s all right. But you needn’t go on, I see all the rest of 
your adventures plainly enough.” 

“Well, I’m done with it all, anyway,” said Croyden gloomily. 
“You can do what you like. As for me, I’ve got a decent suit 
back there at our camp, and I’ve got it dried and pressed.” 

He rose wearily, Edith standing beside him. 

“‘What’s more, Borus,” he said, “I'll tell you something. 
This island is not uninhabited at all.” 

‘*Not uninhabited!” exclaimed Clara and Edith together. I 
saw each of them give a rapid look at her goat-skin suit. 

‘Nonsense, Croyden,” I said; “this island is one of the West 
Indian keys. On such a key as this the pirates used to land 
Here they careened their ships , 

“Did what to them?” asked Croyden. 

“Careened them all over from one end to the other,’’I said. 
“Here they got water and buried trea- 
sure; but beyond that the island was, 
and remained, only the home of the wild 
gull and the sea mews—— ” 

“All right,” said Croyden, “only it 
doesn’t happen to be that kind of key. 
It’s a West Indian island all right, but 
there’s a summer hotel on the other end 
of it, two miles away.” 

““A summer hotel!’ we exclaimed. 

“Yes, ahotel. I suspected it all along. 
I picked up a tennis racket on the beach 
the first day; and after that I walked 
over the ridge and through the jungle and 
I could see the roof of the hotel. Only,” 
he added, rather shamefacedly, ** I didn’t 
want to tell her.” 

“Oh, you coward,” cried Clara. “I 
could slap you.” 


: = 9° Brown by T. S. Tovsey 
“Don’t you dare,” said Edith. “I’m ? 





picked up a copy of last week’s paper in a lunch 
basket on the beach, and hid it from Mr.Borus. I 
—~ didn’t want to hurt his feelings.” 
\ At that moment Croyden pointed with a cry to- 
wards the sea. 

‘*Look,” he said, “‘for Heaven’s sake, look!” 

Less than a quarter of a mile away we could see a 
large white motor launch coming round the corner. 
The deck was gay with awnings and bright dresses 
and parasols. 

“Great Heavens!” said Croyden. “I know that 
launch. It’s the Appin-Jones’s.” 

“The Appin-Jones’s!”’ cried Clara. “Why, we 
know them, too. Don’t you remember, Harold, the 
Sunday we spent with them on the Hudson?” 

Instinctively we had all jumped behind the rocks. 
Pepi “Whatever shall we do?” I exclaimed. 

a “We must get our things,” said Edith Croyden. 
‘Jack, if your suit is ready, run and get it and stop 
thelaunch. Mrs. Borus and Mr. Borus and I can get 

our things straightened up while you keep them talking. My suit 

is nearly ready anyway; I thought some one might come. Mr. 

Borus, would you mind running and fetching my things, they’re 

in a parcel together,and perhaps if you have a looking-glass and 

some pins, Mrs. Borus, I could come over and dress with you.” 
> * * * * 


That same evening we found ourselves all comfortably 
gathered on the piazza of the Hotel Christopher Columbus. 
Appin-Jones insisted on making himself our host and the 
story of our adventures was related again and again to an ad- 
miring audience, with the accompaniment of cigars and iced 
champagne. Only one detail was suppressed, by common 
instinct. Both Clara and I felt that it would only raise need- 
less comment to explain that Mr. and Mrs. Croyden had oc- 
cupied separate encampments. Nor is it necessary to relate 
our safe and easy return to New York. 

Both Clara and I found Mr. and Mrs. Croyden delightful 
traveling companions, though perhaps we were not sorry 
when the moment came to say good-bye. 

“The word ‘good-bye,’”’ I remarked to Clara, as we drove 
away, “is always a painful one. Oddly enough when I was 
hunting the humpo, or wild buffalo of the Himalayas—— ” 

‘Do tell me about it, darling,” whispered Clara, as she nes- 
tled beside me in the cab. 
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By Warr Mason 
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HAD a fierce attack of gout that kept me roundly 
yelling; and doctors cantered in and out of my ancestral 
dwelling. They brought to me all kinds of drugs in 
bottles, tubes and caskets; they brought me dope in 
kegs and jugs, and poultices in baskets. 

They put some plasters on my chest, quite happy to unload 
them, and then they paused to take a rest and count up 
what I owed them. 

And _ bitterness was in my soul, for I had _ suffered 
greatly; and I turned loose this rigmarole, in language stern and 
stately 

“This gout disease has punished men since men were first 
invented; when Adam chased his old gray hen, it made him 
discontented. And Noah had it in the Ark, and Daniel in the 
cages where lions fierce were wont to bark and vent their useless 
rages. The royal Pharaohs used to shout for some all-healing 
tonic, when they were tangled up with gout, which threatened 
to be chronic. 

“‘And there were doctors then, my friends, when pain was 
such a hoodoo; and they pursued their useless ends and doped 
and purged as you do. The doctors then looked passing wise, 
just like the modern wizards, as they prescribed to patient guys 
a broth of lizard’s gizzards. Old Calen and his bughouse crew 
fed rubbish to the ailing, just as the modern doctors do, and 
widows raising their wailing. 

“Three thousand years this craft of yours has tinkered with 


Stuart Hay 


diseases, and hasn’t found a cure thar cures — are scientists 
all cheeses? 

“Three thousand years you’ve snvoped around with fills 
and dopes and plasters, and not a remedy you’ve found for any 
ill, my masters. 

“Three thousand years we’ve buinved the bumps, we patients, 
at your mercy; and you can’t Cure a case of mumps, or itch, or 
button farcy.” 

Then Dr. Jinks arose and said, “He’s getting worse, dod rot 
him; his sufferings affect his head—delirium has got him. 
We'll have to change the treatment now, or we are sure to lose 
him; we’ll put a poultice on his brow, another on his bosom.” 

Said Dr. Jones: ‘“‘He is insane! I never heard such ravings; 
I think it would relieve his pain to stuff him full of shavings. 
Oh, shavings are the sick man’s friend, I’ve tried them on ham 
actors; the shavings cure I will defend against all cheap de- 
tractors. Had you docs taken my advice when first we came to 
treat him! But no, you froze him first with ice, then built a 
fire to heat him.” 

“You talk too much,” said Dr. Blink, ‘‘and that’s just what’s 
the matter; we’ll surely heal this ailing gink if you will can your 
chatter. His ravings show he’s lost his mind, he’s lost it for a sea 
son; we’ll fill him full of bacon rind, which will restore his reason.”’ 

And soon the docs began to fight and maimed each others’ 
hinges, and slugged each other, left and right, with jugs and 
tin syringes. 
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Drown by Heawan Patwren 


When the Dry-ad 


By BenjJAMIN 


Gather ’Row nd Ye Toss pots ! 


ON’T you wish you were a book reviewer when I 
tell you that I received free from Robert M. M« 
Bride “A Tankard of Ale”’?—being an anthology 
of drinking-songs from the fifteenth century to 
the present day,compiled by Theodore Maynard 

Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!) 

This book is for all Good Fellows Knights of the Bumper, 
the Jolly Bacchanals, the Nut-Brown Noodles and Ye Poet 
of the Pot 

[his book was bottled in the cellars of Falstaff, corked by 
Dick Swiveller, drunk from cover to cover by myself in the 
presence of the Eternal Order of Lid-Busters, of which I am 
Grand Cellar-Keeper. It is 190 water-proof. 


“Come all ye jolly Bacchanals 
That love to tope good wine. 
Let’s offer up a hogshead 
Unto our Master’s shrine; 
Then let us drink and never shrink, 
For I'll tell you the reason why: 
’Tis a great sin to leave a house 
Till we’ve drained the cellar dry!” 


Now, altogether boys! To limbo with the long faces! Down 
with the mollycoddles! Life was made for ecstasy! Out upon 
skin-tight mugs! 

“Make a new world, ye powers divine! 
Stocked with nothing else but wine!”’ 

Buy, beg or steal this book (nope, you can’t borrow mine! 
Pawn your false teeth or your wife’s wedding ring, break open 
babv’s bank—but get it! 


“Up and at ’em, boys, with this book! 
With a row-ti-dow-ti-oodly-ow, 


We'll laugh at original sin!” 


“Up with the sale of it—down with a pail of it— 
Glorious, glorious beer!”’ 


Susie and Old Doc Nietzsche 


ITTLE Susan was “born in a New Haven slum.” Now, 
what are a slum, and what are a slum doing in New Haven? 
I have never connected New Haven with slums, ghettos or Bar- 





Meets the Jag-uar 


De CaAssERES 


bary Coasts; but we New Yorkers are so provincial that we 
cannot believe that anything interesting exists on the other sick 
of the Brooklyn Loop. 

Anyhow, Susan (the heroine in *‘ The Book of Susan,” by Le 
Wilson Dodd; E. P. Dutton & Co.) got out of the Nutmeg Slum 
and shot right up into a Precocious Young Thing. Along comes 
the Occult in chapter so-and-so, and then whiz! bang! Susa: 
lands in Greenwich Village, which is to the Paris Latin Quarter 
what lobster 4 la Newburg is to scrapple 4 la Camden. 

Boom! She goes into Nietzsche, Bernard Shaw and Walt 
Whitman. Her purpose was “to clarify for the semi-cultured 
the more significant intellectual and spiritual tendencies of our 
enlightened and humane civilization.”” But before Susie could 
get started Bill the Kaiser poked his snout over the Belgian 
border, and Susie’s enlightened and humane civilization was 
taken down sick, where it still lies at the point of death 

Susie gets into the war—do you know a real heroine that 
hasn't? But I quit Susie at that point. I’m sick of the Red 
Cross nurse stuff in fiction 

Mr. Dodd can write English—and that’s saving a mouth- 
ful nowadays. 


A Bright Little Id: a 


\V HY didn’t somebody think of it before? 

In the second scene of the second act of John Gals 
worthy’s ““The Skin Game” (Plays: Fourth Series; Charles 
Scribner’s Sons), there is a page drawing outlining the way the 
stage is to be set for the scene. But it is the only one in the 
book, made up of three plays. Why didn’t Mr. Galsworthy do 
this in every scene, thus reducing the friction on the reader's 
brain of following those interminable italic introductions to 
printed plays which describe minutely all the furniture, doors 
and fainting spots for the Duchess or the shop-girl? 

Look at Bernard Shaw, for instance. He sometimes runs on 
for three pages with the description of the stage. Bvy the time 
you plunge into the dialogue, you are tired. 

Carrying the idea still further, why not paint a play giving 
small pictures of every motion of the actors and actresses in the 
drama, doing away with print altogether, or at the most running 
“cut-ins” under the cuts. Then by turning the pages rapidly 
you have a sort of moving-picture book, and thus in ten minutes 
you have not only read the play but seen it acted, escaping 
war-tax, speculators and latecomers 

Oh, I forgot to say that I am supposed to be reviewing this 
book. Well, the plays are all good. Galsworthy is not an Ibsen, 
but he leads Gus Thomas by a whole track. 
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Drewn by Henman Pater 


Baby Stuff—'’ For three blocks the car 
dragged the baby carriage. The motor- 
man stopped after passers-by frantically 
signaled to him. The MOTORMAN MOVED 
FROM THE CART none the worse for his 
ride. He rolled his eves and EMITTED A 
PLEASED ‘GOCO-GOO.’ The go-cart was 
slightly damaged.’ — Washington Post. 
(E. R. Woodward.) 


A Strange Fatality— Howard Holt, 
a farmer, and his son, Gerald, were killed 
yesterday by a bolt of lightning which 
struck a barn in which they were work- 
ing. THE BARN AND NINE ANIMALS WERE 
KILLED.” Vew York Exening World. 
(Arthur F. Schmidt.) 


Not Quite Regular— Mr. and Mrs. 
Kristy Zicks, of Natick, Mass., and 
Dorothy Peristere were united in mar 
riage about a half hour after their license 
had been issued by City Clerk Pugh 
Iwo court officers were 
the attendants.” 1/ 
bany Times-Union. (7 
M. Spelman.) 


The New Surgery 
—*Main Street was 
operated upon at the 
Nathan Littauer hos 
nital in Gloversville to 
day. The operation was 
performed by Dr. M. E. 
Nolan.” Johnstown 
N.Y.) Leader-Repub- 
Mee an. (M ildr¢ d 


Schwemmer.) 


Puzzling, Yet An- 
swered—Q. How much 
should a girl weigh who 
is r years old and 5 feet 
s inches in height? A. 
A girl of that age and 
height should weigh oo 
pounds.’’— Worcester 
(Mass.) Evening World. 
(Olga R. Anderson.) 





Deciphered—'‘On the fly-leaf of the 
little volume a single word had_ been 
SCRAMBLED ‘good-by..’ Washington 
(D. C.) Herald. (Hugh H. Teller.) 


Startling Fact— ‘Babe Ruth’s 37th 
Homer no Great Help to GIANts.”’—Head 
ing in Syracuse Herald. (Henry H. Cohen.) 


A New Trophy—‘“ To Daniels’s Assis 
tant Is Presented a Silver Lostnc Cup 
upon Retiring.””—Caplion Buffalo Morn 
ing Express. (Russell Moore.) 


Live Stock—‘“ A new son was born to 
Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Sovers of Big 
Grove-to. This makes the FIFTH SON 
AND ONE DAUGHTER in this family. Mr 
Sovers is one of the progressive young 
farmers of Big Grove and raises a very 
superior grade of cattle and hogs.” The 
Towa City (Ia.) Citizen. (H. T. Green- 
wald.) 


A Groundling’s Idea of an Airship 
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“The D-L, the U. S. Navy’s latest and largest dirigible in her success- 
ful maiden flight, piloted by Lt. Charles Bausch.’’—Norfolk (Va.) Ledger 
(William Schwartz). 
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The Time o’ Day—“ Detectives are 
trying to determine what might have 
caused Slavin to fall on the sidewalk in 
front of McGraw’s apartment house at 
301 West rooth Street, one minute after 
they said GOOD NIGHT to each other at 
7:30 O'CLOCK SUNDAY MORNING”’—WM o0n- 
treal Daily Star. (Robert Dancey.) 


What’s That ?—“ The couple left for 
California almost immediately after the 
ceremony and will be at home in Dallas 
at the Oak Lawn Inn after July 15th. 
Don’t miss this corking concoction of 
corn-fed comedy and milk-fed mirth.”’ 
Dallas (Tex.) Beau Monde. (E. H 
Rupert 


An Observing Motor—‘ An avro 
MOBILE passing Sixteenth Place and Blue 
Island Avenue yesterday afternoon saw 
two boys in flames. They were GRASPING 
\ WIFE, from which they were unable to 

loosen their grip.” 


Philadel phia Press. 





(Dorothy Davis.) 


Fatal Certification 

“Upon graduating he 
is given a ‘certificate of 
proficiency,’ which 
means that he is KILLED 
in every branch of the 
work.”—Los Angeles 
Evening Express. (M 
J. McCaulev.) 


Afraid of the Here- 
after?—‘‘Rev. Dr. R 
E. L. Jarvis has re 
signed the pastorate of 
the First Church of 
Fresno, after a success- 
ful service, during which 
there were many ad 
ditions to the church, 
AS A RESULT OF ILL 
HEALTH.” —Herald and 
Presbyterian. (Edward 
ya Krapp.) 
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EW YORKERS used to be accounted the best 
dressed men in the world. In our country when 
one appeared in another city he was easily dis 
tinguished from the natives by the material, 
shape and cut of his apparel. Even London 

tailors had to admit that their New York brethren 
made better use of their own better cloths and other 
materials. 

This was in the period following our Civil War. Money was 
plenty, speculation was rife, and the Wall Street crowd, brokers 
and their customers, vied with one another in the correctness 
and costliness of what they wore. Tailoring in New York be- 
came a fine art not only in cut and fit but as well in excellence 
of workmanship. The apex was reached when, with Chester A. 
Arthur in the White House, the United States had the best 
groomed President the country had ever known. He was as 
correct an exponent of American styles as was the Prince 
of Wales. afterwards King Edward, of the best in Con- 
tinental and English modes. 


HEN came the invasion of Enzlish clothes, brought about 
by the increasing number of Americans who had time and 
money to travel abroad. They couldn't resist the temptation 
of the combined low prices and better materials, although they 
had to admit that in fit and workmanship their imported garb 
was not up to the domestic product. However, there were 
enough of them to set the fashion, and for a while we 
had Fifth Avenue infested with imitators of what they 
thought were’ the English styles, and such remarkable mani- 
festations as the dude of the period, with his tan covert 
coat stopping eight or ten inches short of where his under 
coat-tails ended. 

Even with that invasion America still held her own in cor- 
rectness in fit and thoroughness of making. Our tailors added 
to the English ideas and materials their own methods, with the 
result that the New York imitation Englishman was better 
dressed than the original he counterfeited. His suit might be 
made of English tweed, but the coat didn’t sag at the shoulders 
nor his trousers bag at the knees. The extreme of the Anglo 
maniacs of the time might insist on the genuine English 
“boater’’ which weighed a couple of pounds and was lined 
in a way to retain heat, but the wiser “ Johnny” wore 
the American straw hat made in the same form only lighter 
and cooler. 

All in all the London craze didn’t do us much hurt and served 
to give Americans a wider acquaintance with good materials and 
spurred some of our manufacturers into an ambition to improve 


their products. 


UT, oh, what a fall, my countrymen! It began when some 

of our New York statesmen, imported from interior dis- 
tricts, sported the slouch hat of the South and West as a mark 
of their pure Americanism and their contempt for the fashion- 
able affectations of the effete East. They even reverted to the 
low, turned-down collar and black string-tie to show that they 
belonged to the “ peepul.’’ This broke the rule of the derby 
and made easier the vogue of the Alpine and Tyrolese soft hat 
which the Prince of Wales had introduced into England for 
wear on informal occasions. The temporary craze for the 
bicvcle came along about the same time to make easy 
the introduction of a certain roughness and carelessness 
in costume that had never been tolerated by the well- 
dressed New Yorker up to then. 

The final blow came with the advent of the automobile. Lazy 
men and men who revolted against any exactions of dress used 
the automobile as an excuse for their infractions of rules of 
costume and appearance of which they would never have dared 
to be guilty in other days. You know it is rather difficult to be 
critical of the man who alights from a nine-thousand-dollar car 
even if he is wearing a gun-man’s cap, a green sweater and a 
pair of golf knickies. The fellow in the flivver was only too glad 
to follow the example of the plutocrat and carry it to greater 
extremes. And now we have the bars down, the gates open and 
every one wears what he pleases, when he pleases and where 


he pleases. 


“THE silk hat which used to be worn universally for fashion 
and respectability is, in New York, a thing of the past. It 
is worn by pall-bearers, at some weddings, by old-timers on 
Patrick’s Day, and by the top-hatters who in automobiles dash 
through the lines of inferior citizens on civic and political occa- 
sions. With it went the frock coat, and the derby hat is onits wav. 
The substitution of the go-as-you-please way of dressing for 
the more rigid methods which gave New York its former repu- 
tation would not be lamentable if the change made for greater 
comfort and picturesqueness. Instead we have a riot of the 
grotesque, the even more uncomfortable. The fashion-pro- 
ducers seem to have consulted mainly the Oriental fancy of our 
young Jewish princes with their fondness for velours hats, pas- 
sionately colored silk shirts, pinched-in waists, belted backs and 
generously distributed patch-pockets. They are fit com- 
panions for the equally absurd females of their kind, 
short-skirted and fur-collared. 

Do the dead come back? For their own sakes it is to be 
hoped that the dead who used to know Fifth Avenue when it 
was traveled by really well-dressed Americans do not have to 
come back and look upon the freaks who crowd it now. 
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Diner (scanning bill of 








Less Labor 
fare)—Rump steak 4o cents and again 50 


cents. What’s the difference? 

Waiter—You get a sharper knife with 
the 50 cent one, sir.—Boston Tran 
script. 


A Matter of Percentage—A sausage 
manufacturer in Milwaukee built a rep- 
utation for a certain brand of sausage. 
He called it rabbit sausage. A sanitary 
inspector called one day for an analysis. 
“Don’t you use some horse in this make 
of sausage?” asked the s. i. “Yes, I use 
some,” was the reply. ‘How much?” 
“Well, I make it a fifty-fifty proposi- 
tion. One horse, one rabbit.” —Chicago 
Tribune. 


Eliminating a Dangerous Test 
Mrs. Bacon—And have your husband’s 
table manners improved? 

Mrs. Eghert—Oh, I think so. 

“And can he manage spaghetti all 
right now?” 

“Oh, well, you see, when he began to 
try and improve his table manners we 
thought it just as well to give up having 
spaghetti.” — Yonkers Statesman. 


Restaurant Psychology—“ With eggs 
80 cents a dozen, how is it that you can 
offer two fried for ten cents?” 

“Because,” answered the manager, 
“nearly everybody that comes in brings 
up that question and then orders some- 
thing else, just as you will do.” 

And he did.—Boston Transcript. 

Noncommittal — Bachelor Friend — 
Can your wife cook? 

Young Husband (evasively) — Well, 
she can make a good family stew.— 
Baltimore American. 


Shore-Like Dinner—Buacon 

had a shore dinner. 
Egb ri—Oh, been 

shore, have you? 

“Not me.” 

“But where did you get the shore din- 
ner?” 

“At home.” 

“Isn’t that unusual 
home?” 

“Oh, no; you see, there was sand in the 
sugar, shells in the nut cake, water in the 
milk, and brine in the pickles. ””— Yonkers 
Statesman. 


down to the sea 


a shore dinner at 


In the Hospital—An attendant en- 
tered carrying a thin red object. 

“Did any patient order a_ postage 
stamp?” 

“Maybe,” said one feebly, “that’s 
my mutton chop rare.”— Kansas City 
Journal. 


The New Aristocracy 





LET ME CONGRATULATE YOU 
ON YOUR DEAR GIRL’S ENGAGEMENT; SUCH A 


“My pear! 


NICE YOUNG FELLOW! A MINER, TOO.”—The 


Passing Show (London). 
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May See Them There—*“ The screen 
shows bathing girls on the beach, in the 
parlor, in restaurants and on the street.” 

“Yes, I’ve seen them everywhere ex- 
cept in the water.’’—Louisville Courier-- 
Journal. 


Misjudged 

a pop 

“How many times have I told you to 
stop doing that foolish Charlie Chaplin 
imitation.” 

“T wasn’t doing it.” 

“But I just saw you 

“A piece of chewing-gum was on my 
shoe and I was trying to scrape it off.”— 
Youngstown Telegram. 


* Junior 


Making It Realistic—They were 
discussing embarrassing situations and 
Charles Murray told how Mack Sennett, 
the comedy king, once put him in a very 
awkward fix, all in the cause of realism. 

“Now in this scene,” said Sennett, 
“go over there and kiss those bathing 
girls. Then their escort will punch you 
and you run.” 

“But,” protested Murray, “those 
aren’t our bathing girls. Those girls 
don’t belong to the company.” 

“T know that,” said Sennett. 
sequently you'll kiss them much more 
realistically and their escorts will punch 
you much more realistically, and we'll 
get a realistic Houston 
Post. 


*Con- 


more scene. ~ 


“My wife and her ma 


’ 


Thrown Out 

lls ; 

gave me heck for coming in late. 
“Did, eh?” 

“T presented a moving picture of being 
detained downtown.” 

“Yep, but it couldn’t pass the board of 

censorship. ”—Louisville Courier-Journal. 










































An Ozark Mercury—It was no fault 
of ours that the Lead Hill items did not 
appear last week. George Kirkwood 
carried them around in his pocket a day 
too late.—Boone Headlight 


Not Worth His Job—* Daddy,” 
piped the little darling, “is the sea a mile 
deep?” 

Daddy, who was also an editor, glanced 
up irritably from a huge pile of manu 
script. “I don’t know!” he snapped 

The little darling looked disappointe d 
\ little later he asked: 

“Is the moon really made of chees 
daddy ws 

Again came the response: “I don’t 
know!” 

Another look of disappointment, an- 
other silence, and another question: 

“Do cannibals use postage stamps?” 

No less savage than the cannibals 
themselves was the distracted manu- 
script reader as he roared, for the third 
time: “I don’t know!” 

“Well, I say, daddy,” exclaimed the 
vouthful inquirer, very seriously, “who 
made you an editor?”—London Tit- 
Bits. 


Marvelous, Watson!—“ Not all ca- | 


lamity howlers are pessimists.” 
“No? Further proof is needed.” 
“Well, consider the newsboys.” 
Buffalo Express. 
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Bad Luck in His Betting—‘“ It means 
‘In God we trust,’ ”’ replied the office boy 
confidently in answer to a question over 
the telephone. 

“What does?” inquired the city editor, 
vho caught the remark. 

* E Pluribus Unum,” answered the boy. 
“A man said he had a bet up.” 

“What did he say when you told him 
that 

* He said he guessed he’d lost the bet.”’ 

Kansas City Star 


Scandalous!— A Virginia editor threat- 
ened to publish the name of a certain 
young man who was seen hugging and 
kissing a girl in the park unless his sub- 
scription to the paper was paid up in a 
week. Fifty-nine young men called 
and paid up the next day, while two even 
paid a vear in advance.—Fourth Estate. 




















Neighbor—| NEVER HEAR YOUR DOG BARK 
NOw. 

“No. I've RENTED HIS KENNEL TO A 
MARRIED CouPLE.”—Lustige Blactter (Berlin). 


Seasonably Expressed—* Does your 
wife cry when she gets angry?” 

“Yes; it isn’t the heat of her temper 
that distresses me so much as_ the 
humidity.” —Boston Transcript. 


A Safe Bet—* Who was it that said it 
takes two to make a quarrel?” asked 
Mrs. Gabb. 

“IT don’t know,” growled Mr. Gabb. 
“But Ill bet a million dollars he wasn't 
a married man. ’’—Cincinnali Enquirer. 


Bitter Tears—Mr. Myles—I under- 
stand your wife cried in church last 
Sunday 

Mr. Sivles—Yes, she did. 

“Was the sermon so affecting?” 

“It wasn’t that, but a woman she 
doesn’t like sat right in front of her and 
she had a hat on exactly like my wife's!” 

Yonkers Statesman. 


Sorrier Than He—|V ife—Richard, do 
you know that you are in the habit of 
snoring? 

Hub—Am 1? Iam sorry to hear it. 

Wife (dryly)—So am 1.—Boston Tran- 
seri pt. 


Distinct Drawback—Oscar—Why did 
vou have the telephone taken out of your 
office? 

Jim—Do you consider anything a 
modern improvement which gives your 
wife a chance to ask for money during 
business hours, after going through your 
pockets the night before?— Houston Post. 


Hard Hit—‘ What’s wrong, old man? 
You look blue.” 

“Had a scrap with my wife this morn 
ing.” 

“Oh, don’t let a little thing like that 
worry you. A thunderstorm clears the 
atmosphere, you know.” 

“Yes, but that doesn’t help a man 
who’s been struck by lightning.” 
Boston Transcript. 


Creature of Excuses—Mr. Crimson- 
beak (at breakfast)—How long do you 
suppose it would take to come from the 
moon to the earth, dear? 

Mrs. Crimsonbeak—I don’t know 
and, what’s more, I don’t care; but ii 
you are going to give that as your ex- 
cuse for getting home late last night, 
it won’t do.— Yonkers Statesman. 
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The Limit—“ And now, gentlemen,” 


piped the orator, “I just wish to tax your 


memory.” 

“Good heavens!” exclaimed one of the 
audience, “has it come to that?”—ZLon 
don Tit-Bits. 


Ouch !—“ Why don’t you strike Easy 
coin for a loan?” suggested Slopay 


“I did,” sighed Hardup. “But he 
told me that I had struck him centsless.”’ 


Cincinnati Enquirer 


Small Pay for a Microbe—One of the 
tellers in a Columbus bank says he has a 
customer, a teacher, who is the wittiest 
thing vet. 

“We make it a practice to give out 
new bills whenever we are able to 
send the old ones back to the Govern 
ment,”’ said the teller, ““and once when 
this customer appeared I apologized 
that I was unable to give her new 
bills, and asked her if she had any 
fear of microbes.”’ 

“JT don’t really think there are any 
on this money,” said the teacher; “no 
microbe would attempt to live on my 
salary.” —Columbus Dispatch. 


Two and Three—‘Funny how our 
money has depreciated,” said the Fat 
Man on the back platform of the car. 

“That's right,” agreed the Thin Man 
“A dollar ain’t worth more’n forty cents 
right now.” 

“Yes, and our nickels are worthless,”’ 
added the Fat Man. “They are made 
out of junk. I understand the Govern- 
ment is letting them go for two and 
three cents apiece.’ 

“I'd like to get some at two and 
three cents apiece,’’ ventured the Thin 
Man. 

“T’ll let you have all you want at that 
price,” said the Fat Man. 

But the Fat Man started to grin while 
the Thin Man was fishing in his pocket 
for change, and the Thin Man saw the 
joke.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Father’s Idea—Bridegroom—tThe bills 
for your trousseau? Why, I thought your 
father paid these. 

Bride—It is customary, dear. But 
papa thought you would rather do it 
than give him the humiliation of borrow- 
ing the money from you.—Boston Trans- 
cript 


Battle-Field Picnickers 

















treasure is in Switzerland 


“YOu MUST ADMIT THAT IF THE BOCHES 
HAD NOT DEMOLISHED THE VILLAGE WITH 
THEIR 42 GUNS WE WOULD NOT NOW BI 
ENJOYING THE PLEASURE OF LUNCHING HERE.” 


Le Rire (Par 


Where Deposited—** Ah, Mr. Ketten- 
berger, your heart is with vour treasure!”’ 
“On the contrary. Asa good Austrian 
my heart is with the Homeland, but my 
1° —Wiener 


Caricaturen (Vienna). 


The Bill—“What room did vou 


have?” 


“T slept on the billiard table.” 
“So. Billiard table. ten hours at two 


shillings an hour—£1.’’—Fliegende Blaet- 
ler (Munich 








Strategy—*Are you having any 
trouble keeping vour hired man satisfied 
with his job?” 

“No,” replied Mr. Cobbles: “I 
worked on his superstition.” 

* How so?” 

“T paid a fortune teller $5 to tell him 
seven-dollars-a-day jobs in town would 
soon be as scarce as hen’s teeth.”’—Bir 
mingham Age- Herald, 


A Brave Man— Vrs. Baucon—What is 
vour husband ranting about in the 
kitchen? 

Urs. Egbert He's expressing his 
opinion of the cook 

‘Dear me! I should think he'd be 
afraid to speak to her that way!”’ 

“Why should he be afraid? You know 


she left vesterday!”—VYonkers States- 
man, 
Chose Wisely—* The Smiths used to 


have a splendid cook.” 

“Ves. but she and Mrs. Smith could 
not get along.” 

“Dear me! So I suppose Smith had to 
discharge her? ” 

“Oh, no; he divorced his wife.”’ 
Detroit Gateway 

















The Man—I| BELIEVE WE MET ON THIS VERY SPOT LAST YEAR. 
The Maid—| BELIEVE WE pip. | REMEMBER YOUR FACE WELL, BUT | FORGET WHAT FATHER 


CALLED you.—Weekly Telegraph (London). 
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No Monkey Glands in His 

















\ND HE DIED sO YouNG?” 
“Or COURS! YOU SEE, HE FOLLOWED 


CQURTI 
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Speaking of Matches—*‘| must be 


going, dear,’’ came from the man on the 
sofa, in the darkened room. 

“Really?” yawned the sweet young 
thing 

“Do you mind if I strike a match to 
see what time it is?” 

“Why waste another match? The 
clock just struck one.” Yonkers States 
man 

His Thought—“Is that your bride’s 
father?”’ 

“No, it’s her uncle, from whom she had 
expectations. He is ninety years old and 
still doesn’t think about dying.” 

“What does he think of, then?” 

“Marriage! He has just told me so.” 

Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 


Greatest Ever—The suitor had stated 
his case in a few halting sentences 
“But have you achieved any success in 
life?”’ asked the adored one’s father. 

“Oh, boy! Have I?” blurted the happy 
“Why, didn’t I make it clear to 
you that your daughter has promised to 
be my wife?’’—Buffalo Express. 


youth 


No Cause for Alarm—*“ You ought to 
have seen Mr. Marshall when he called on 
Dolly the other night,’’ remarked Johnny 
to his sister’s young man, who was taking 
tea with the family. “I tell you he looked 


YSTEM FOR PREVENTING OLD AGe.”—Le Rir 


fine a-setting there alongside of her with 
his arm 

“Johnny!” gasped his sister, her face 
the color of a boiled lobster 

“Well, so he did,” persisted Johnny. 
“He had his arm—’ 

“John,” screamed his mother franti- 
cally. 

“Why,” whined the boy. “I was 

“John,” said his father sternly, 
“leave the room.” 

And Johnny left, crying as he went: 
“T was only going to say that he had his 
army clothes on!”— New York Central 
Magazine. 

The Right Idea—An_ Evansville 
young man, whenever out of the city, 
instead of writing to his best girl, sends 
her every few days a box of candy. She 
is delighted with his plan and boasts of 
it to her girl friends who straightway hint 
to their admirers to do the same. 

One of the admirers went to the first 
named young man on his return from one 
of these trips and made complaint of this 
habit of his. “The other girls are 
expecting us fellows to do it, too,”’ he 
said. ‘“‘We can’t see why you do it. It’s 
expensive and 

“Yes,”’ admitted the candy sender, 
“it is expensive, but it’s mighty safe. 
Candy could never tell tales in a 
breach of promise suit.’’—Jndianapolis 
News. 


One Way—“I should like to see that 
play. I must quarrel with my young 
man. Whenever I do that he always 
buys me a theatre ticket.’’— Klods Hans 
(Copenhagen). 


AUTOS 
ww, CONG 


A Building Boom—Redd—Do you 
think all these automobiles running 
through a town help it any? 

Green—Oh, yes, indeed. 

“How do they help the town?” 

“Why, man, we’re building four new 
hospitals and eight dispensaries in our 
town right now!”—Yonkers Statesman. 


_— 





Only a Snack!—After a frugal little 
lunch in a country hotel the millionaire, 
who was touring the country in his 60- 
horsepower car, called for his bill. 

“Yes, sir,” replied the waiter promptly. 
“Four sandwiches and a glass of cider, 
you had, sir. That will be 

“Wait a minute!” interrupted the 
motorist. ‘There’s my chauffeur some- 
where. What has he had?” 

“Oh, I know about him, sir,” re- 
plied the waiter. ‘“‘He says he’s just 
had a snack—an _ omelette, grilled 
trout, lamb cutlets and peas, iced 
coffee, a half-crown cigar and bot- 
tle of claret, sir.” —London Answers. 


The Perfect State 








“You see, Birt, I LIKE THIS HERE SOCTAL- 
ISTIC ARRANGEMENT ALL RIGHT, BECAUSE 
UNDER IT EVERYONE IS FREE. IF I pon’T 
WANT TO woRK, | DON’T HAVE TO, AND IF 
You po work, I’M FREE TO BREAK YOUR HEAD, 
AND NOBODY’ LL SAY A WORD.” —420 (Florence). 
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No Demand—“ You can sell anything, 
if you know how to talk to people,”’ 
remarked the expert salesman. 

“As a rule you can,” said Mr. Glip 
ping, “but I wouldn’t advise you to 
lay in a stock of enlarged portraits 
of William IIl.”—Birmingham  Age- 
Herald. 


Meanest Yet—Sales Manager—Well, 
Jobbie, how did that last prospect turn 
out? 

Vacuum Cleaner Canvasser—The orig- 
inal Mrs. Gaspard, the well-known 
miser’s worst half! That dame let me 
demonstrate the machine till I made 
her best rug look like new and then 
all I got was a demand for a quarter 
of a dollar to pay for the electricity 
she estimated I'd used.—Buffalo Ex- 


pre SS. 


A Self-Starter—“ Are you an expert 
salesman?” asked the manager. 

“Can sell anything from an ice pick to 
an automobile. For instance, that car 
of yours outside—” 

“Yes, yes.” 

“Well, I sold it to a guy who was pass- 
ing.” —Boston Transcript. 


Not his Job—Fortunate is the man 
who can perceive at once that for which 
he is best fitted. A motor car man was 
relating the other day his good luck in 
finding out how much better he was as an 
office man than a salesman. “A fellow 
came in one day,” he said, “and asked 
me to show him one of our big cars. I 
said I would call a salesman, but he said 
no, he wanted me to do the showing. So 
I ran the car out, and we started down 
Grand Avenue. We hit a bump at the 
foot of the viaduct, and he said, ‘the 
Marmillackard doesn’t bump like that,’ 
and I said maybe it doesn’t. And we 
went on and started up one of those 
hills in Penn Valiey and it was a pretty 
hard pull, and he said ‘the Marmillack- 
ard goes right up this hill like nothing,’ 
and I said, ‘well, well.’ So then we drove 
back around by the Marmillackard place 
and stopped and I said, ‘Here, you big 
fat cootie, here’s where they sell Mar- 
millackards. Now go in there and buy 
one.’ And he did, and that’s why I 
always figured I was better off in the 
office letting the salesmen do the selling.” 

Kansas City Star. 


Fore and Aft 




















The Victim—Covu.pn’t YOU GO AND HOLD THE OTHER END DOWN INSTEAD?—London Mail. 


Smart Woman—‘ Henry, an agent 
called this afternoon with a patented 
can-opener.”’ 

“And I suppose you bought it?”’ 

“No, but since we were going to have 
some canned fruit for dessert tonight, I 
let him demonstrate it.’’—Birmingham 
Age- Herald. 


Getting Him Interested—‘‘I think 
I’ll try to sell Flivver an encyclopedia.” 

“No chance. He knows it all.” 

“That means a good chance. He can 
go through it looking for errors.’’—Louis- 
ville Courier Journal. 


A Military Non-Essential 




















Lieutenant—PrivaTE 180, IS YOUR NAME 
JOHANSON OR JoHNSON? 

Recruit—WHAT DIFFERENCE DOES IT MAKE, 
LieuTeNnANtT?—Kasper (Stockholm). 
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Children Not Wanted—Mrs. Gotham 

Are you going to take the children out 
today, Henry? 

Mr. Gotham—No, dear. I’m not, I’m 
going hunting. 

“Well, can’t you take them hunting 
with you?” 

“No; I’m afraid.” 

“ Afraid of what?” 

“ Afraid I won’t get what I’m going af 
ter if I take them. I’m going flat hunt 
ing.’’—Y onkers Statesman. 


Hopeless—“I don’t ever expect to see 
sg 

“What?” 

“The day when clerks in railroad ticket 
offices will take any genuine interest in 
their customers.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


Worth Watching—“I dunno whether 
that feller is engaged in some shady occu- 
pation or not. But—” 

“Well?” 

“There’s something mighty suspicious 
about the way he minds his own busi 
ness.”’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Hard Work These Days— JV eas: 
What’s the matter with your eyes? 

Crimsonbeak—Eye strain. 

“Oh, been working with them too 
hard, have you?” 

“Yes, been looking for a house.”— 
Yonkers Statesman, 























JUDGE at the Play 


LSO foreign in atmosphere and a bit 

remote in the life protrayed is ‘Enter 
Madame” in which Miss Gilda Varesi 
appears for the first time as a star and 
an author. Her réles have hitherto been 
rather heavy ones and it is an agreeable 
surprise to find her handling so expertly 
and amusingly a comedy character part 
Che prima donna she portrays has all the 
domestic impossibilities of ladies in that 
walk of life and they are viewed entirely 
from the humorous side. She is well sup 
ported by a company headed by Mr. Nor 
man Trevor. *“‘Enter Madame”’ is 


R. DAVID BELASCO this year 

appears in the character of The 

Early Bird. Two productions 

so early in the season entitle him 

to that réle. With one of them 

he gets the worm. His average remains good 

even if, with the other, he gets the hook. 

In the theatrical business one success 
offsets several failures, so one out of a 

















possible two is a good score. 

In producing “One,” by Mr. Edward 
Knoblock, Mr. Belasco must have been 
blinded to its defects as a play by it pos 
sibilities as a vehicle for the emotional 
abilities of Frances Starr. It fails 
even in the latter respect because the 


clumsiness of the mechanism of the [HE TWO MARITAL PATIENTS In “CALL Tui W ELCOME Stranger” is a mis 
play makes such heavy draughts on Docror,” portrayep wy Mr. Wittiam Morris nomer for the play which has 


the imagination of the audience that 4%? Cuartorre Warker. come to the Cohan and Harris with the 
‘ittle sympathy is left for division be stamp of approval given by a long and 
tween the double heroines. In “The Corsican Brothers.” of | paying run in Chicago. It should have been called “ Jerusalem 


very easy to enjoy. 


hich “One” seems to be a modernized and feminized version, Triumphs.” The play is a continuous humorous chronicle of 
the author concentrated with better effect on one of his double _ the superiority of Jewish business methods to those of the rural 
heroes. Not even as an appeal to the present craze for the o magnates of a small New England town. Turn-about is fair 


ult can “One” be taken as being much more alluring than’ play and in present conditions the stage is holding the 


one of Sir Oliver Lodge’s lectures mirror up to naturé when it shows the Gentiles getting the 


Very light comedy though it is, Mr. Belasco will probably vorst of it and the Jew coming out on top. This naturally 
find or ‘all the Doctor” a better bringer home of the bacon SO ippeals to New York audiences and here the piece seems 
many persons, male and female, have suffered from the diseas« likely to better its Chicago record. Gentiles who are not 
known as domestic difficulties that there is bound to be a larg: too thin-skinned and who can take as well as give will find this 
constituency interested in the specialist in that malady he an amusing opportunity to see themselves as others see them. 


interest will not be diminished by the fact that so charming and Racial topics are rather dangerous for stage treatment, but no one 
high-spirited a comedienne as Janet Beecher makes professional in New York is likely to take offense at ‘Welcome Stranger.’ 
consultation a pleasure rather than an ordeal. In the general 

fun-making she is helped by a distinguished cast selected with ; VEN in geometry the triangle was never exactly what 
Mr. Belasco’s ability for putting the right artist in the right might be called popular, and on the stage, in its domesti 
place. It is in order, though, to ask where Mr. Belasco, us 
ally so correct in matters of lighting detail, ever saw moonlight plays it has been somewhat neglected of late so when it crops 


aspect, it was worked so hard that it became almost a bore. In 


so vivid that it outshone the strong illumination of a brilliantly up in “The Woman of Bronze,” instead of being offended, we 
lighted drawing-room. It’s all right for Mr. Arthur Hopkins — say “Ah, here is our old French friend whom we haven’t seen for 
to over-rule natural laws in lighting effects but we don’t often some time” and proceed to enjoy renewing the acquaintance. 

see Mr. Belasco working miracles of that sort. The latter This is the easier from the fact that the play also restores to 
usually has at least some logical reason or excuse for his us in a congenial character Miss Margaret Anglin, who has been 


stage surprises in lighting. 


NOTHER good cast is to 

be found in “Spanish 
Love,” a sentimental melo 
drama more novel in its stage 
arrangement than in its dra 
matic material. For the en 
trances and exits of the char 
acters are used all the open- 
ings of the Maxine Elliott 
Theatre except the fire es 
canes. Those who like their 
stage love, jealousy and par- 
ental opposition strong and 
old-fashioned will be suited 
by “Spanish Love” and find 
Maria Ascarra an agreeable 
novelty in the way of a lead- 
ing woman. 





too long absent from the New York stage and whose 
return was warmly greeted. She is one of the 
very few artists of today who 
has the power to carry her au 
diences off their feet with her 
emotional acting. There are 
others who can drive their 
hearers to their handkerchiefs 
but,given proper material, Miss 
Anglin is about the only one 
left who can bring a climax to 
the point where those in front 
applaud not only with their 
hands and feet but even with 
their voices and their cheers. 
Her present play is a not at 
all bad example of the French 
emotional drama which was 
not so long ago very much the 


THE pocToR HERSELF (JANET BeecHER) AND THE WIFE PATIENT 
OR PATIENT WIFE (CHARLOTTE WALKER). vogue. It gives Miss Anglin 
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one very excellent opportunity and throughout, being played by 
a well chosen and well rehearsed company, holds the interest 
of the present-day audience accustomed to slenderer materia! 


W ALL STREET always has a strong place in the public eve 


and needs no advertising such as was recently given it by 
the wretched creatures who registered their hatred of humanity 
by the murder and maiming of unoffending men and women. 
From this Wall-Street tragedy it is at least a relief to turn to 
the Wall-Street melodrama which Mr. Owen Davis has added 
to his already long list under the title of “Opportunity 
He has not taken many more liberties with specu 
lation as it is practiced than dramatists usu 
ally do when they transfer the wily manipu- 
lators of stocks to the stage Those astute 
gentlemen sometimes make just such stupid 
mistakes in attempting to corner a stock 
as that which upsets the calculations of 
the villain in * Opportunity 
so there is no quarrel with 
Mr. Davis over the correct 
ness of his Wall-street tech 
nique. There is ground for 
objection to the raw work 
of the vamp who leads the 
hero astray, and his quick 
vielding to wiles that would 
not have lured a country 
Sunday-school boy, much 


IN THE PLAY OF THAT TITLE, A> 
PRECIATIVE HUSBAND 


What 





Vhile Junot p ww. plays have a way of stopping or of char 
abod On tl u t would be well to consult the dail ap 
: th 4 d tinuance of the at.ractior nentioned belo 


DRAMAS AND MELODRAMAS 


Betasco—“Onc” wit Mi Frances Start See above 

Century—" Mecca ”’—Review later 

Conan anp Harris—‘*Welcome Stranger.” See above. 

Forty-E1cutu StreetT—“Opportunity.” See above. 

Frazee—*The Woman of Bronze” with Miss Margaret Anglir 
See above 

GARRICK “Enter Madame” with Miss Gilda Varesi. See above. 


Hupson—*‘ Crooked Gamblers” with Mr. Tavlor Holmes. lo be 


reviewed later 
Maxine Evuiorr’s—“Spanish Love.” See above. 
Morosco—* The Bat.” Mystery melodrama, with the finger of su 
pier 1} pointing int 1 to ever) me 
PLAYHOUS! “Anna Ascend vith Allice Brad) Review later 
Reeustic—“The Lady of the Lamp.” A modern American sou 


1 to the romance and tragedy of ancient China. Inte 


transiated 
esting. 
TIMES DOQUARI . The Mirage” with | lorence Reed. Review later 


COMEDY, NEAR-COMEDY AND FARCE 


Bryou—" The Charm School.” Review later 

Bootu—** Happy-Go-Lucky.” Charming and well-played comed 
with quite a suggestion of Dickens 

sROADHURST—*“ Th2 Guest of Honor,” with Mr. William Hodge. 17 
be reviewed later. 

Conan—‘The Tavern” with Mr. Arnold Daly. Review later. 

Comepy—“The Bad Man” with Mr. Holbrook Blinn. To be re 
viewed later. 

E.tince—* Ladies’ Night.” 

E-uprre—*Call the Doctor.”” See above. 

Futton—*Scrambled Wives.” Very light comedy, reasonabl; 
la ighable and well played. 


See above 











Miss MarGaret ANGLIN, VER 


<> Mr. Joux Hatumay wer unap-_ It 


less a young man who knew his Wall Street so thoroughly. 
Wall-Street men are not so local in their knowledge. 

However, “Opportunity” is a melodrama which is fairly 
credible, well played and really holds the interest. 


SQODOM and Gomorrah, the Fall and Decline of the Roman 
Empire, the futility of the career of Anthony Comstock. 
the complete inefficiency of Mayor Hylan and a number of other 
things are suggested by the atrocity called ‘‘Ladies’ Night.” 
It is a marvel that while there are floors to be scrubbed and 
washing to be done women can be hired to appear in it. It is a 
greater marvel that women of respectable ap 
pearance can be seen sitting through its per 
formance and laughing at scenes and lines 
which a few years ago would not have 
been tolerated even in low variety shows 
It is said that truth-telling of this sort 
is just the sort of advertising such shows 
desire. Be it so. But 
that is a poor excuse for 
not telling the public what 
it ought to have hammered 
into its head. It is the duty 
of the press to tell the 
whole truth in these 
matters and then if the 
public wants to be d—d 
is its own affair. 
Metca fe 


Y FAR FROM THE WOMAN OF BRONZE 


in the Theatres 


Gatety—* Lightnin’.””. Endurance champion of the New York the- 
atres. Well acted comedy of Reno divorce. 

Hexry Mitver’s—*The Famous Mrs. Fair.” The woman in 
public life made delightfully amusing. 


I ITTLI “Marry the Poor Girl.” 


To be reviewed later. 


Lyceum—“The Gold Diggers.”—Graphic depiction of chorus-girl 
life mostly in its humorous aspects 

Park—‘Poldekin” with Mr.George Arliss. To be reviewed later. 

Prymoutu—*“ Little Old New York.’ To be reviewed later 

Prixcess—‘ Blue Bonnet.”’ To be reviewed later. 

Nora Baves—*Don’t\Tell.” ‘To be reviewed later. 





Puxcu anp Jupy—* Merchants of Venus.” Review later. 
Cutrty-Nintu Street— Paddy, the Next Best Thing.” Review 
_ 


ater 


OPERA, MUSICAL COMEDY AND GIRL-AND-MUSIC SHOWS 


Betmont—* Little Miss Charity.” To be reviewed later. 

Castno—* Honey Dew.” To be reviewed later 

Crentrat— Poor Little Ritz Girl.” To be reviewed later. 

Century Roor—Dining, dancing and cabaret above the tree-tops of 
Central Park. 

Giope—*Tip-Top ” with Mr. Fred Stone. Review later, 


Hiprpoprome—‘*Good Times.” To be reviewed later. 

KNICKERBOCKER—" The Sweetheart Shop.” ‘To be reviewed later. 

Liserty—*The Night Boat.” Girl-and-music show with an un 
usual quantity of pep and fun. 

Loncacre— Pitter Patter.’’ To be reviewed later. 

Mannatran—Repertory of grand opera. 

Setwyn—" Tickle Me.’ To be reviewed later. 


SuHuspert—Greenwich Village Follies.”’” To be reviewed later. 

VanperBILT—“Irene.” Tuneful girl-and-music show with some 
oirginal effects derived from the movies. 

Winter Garpen—“Brevities.” A new one for the t. b. m. Re- 
view later. 

ZieGreLD F roric—Cabaret and dancing made to take the place of 
going to bed early. 























IN THE CAMERA’S 
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The Pulp Paper Pictures 


By Myron M. Stearns (LEnso) 


NY firm, gent, or corporation that sets out to be all things 
to all men at all times is tackling a job that would make 
even the sate Hercules pause and take thought. 

For men, like Caesar’s famous tribes of Gaul, differ 
among themselves: And women—for whom, they say, photoplays 
are as yet particularly intended—even more so. Consider their 
plumage. 

We look at things differently. With some, the fur grows close 
above the eyes; with others, the solid ivory dome towers high through 
the foliage. Hence the Metropolitan Museum and Coney Island and 
Repubticans and Democrats and the Atiantic Monthly and the New 
York Journal 

But to the young ali things are possible, and the movies are still in 
their Sophomore year. So, instead of resigning themselves to the in- 
evitable with a sigh, and catering only to a class, as the now venerable 
periodicals of the country have consented to do, the Movies are still, 
for the most part, shooting into the brown, confidently hoping to 
bring down the entire fleck 

Which makes the more conservative exceptions all the more 
ext eptionable, and deserving of credit 

Among the magazines, there has long been recognized the existence 
of a_ class of readers that wants what is 


has been, thereby, decidedly the gaincr. Not a little of the 
strength that hascome to the pulp-paper magazines with honesty of 
purpose has come also to the great Universal Film Manufacturing 
Company. 

Last winter 1 had an interesting talk with one of the Universal 
higher-ups. 

‘You can go into a swell restaurant,” he said, “‘and order a three 
dollar dish, that’s prepared by a big chef getting so many hundred 
dollarsa month. And with it you have a salad made of fruits that are 
out of season, and so on. And when it’s over you can puff at a dollar 
cigar. But still, when you've finished, you may not feel particularly 
well satisfied. 

“Or, you can go to a cheaper place, where working men eat, and 
find good solid food, and plenty of it. Everything well cocked, but 
nothing fancy. Good meat and potatoes and gravy and vegetables 
and home-made bread; and you eat until you’re—just—/a/l. And 
when you're dcne you're sc satisfied you wouldn't take the worid for 
a gift if they offered it to you ona platter. 

“Well, that’s what we're trving to do here at Universa!—serve good 
square meals for these who want ‘em. Nothing fancy, but all you 
want cf good heaithy stuff at a reasonable price.” 

Are the Universal people accomplishing 





known as “popular fiction.” Not “high-brow 
tuff.”’ The numerous all-fiction magazines, MILESTONES 
generically classed as the “pulp-paper” ma- draggy. 


gazines, have grown into success and prom) 
nence through catering to this “ popular fiction” 
class. Each menth, each week, they publish 
an astonishing amount of fiction of the ‘en- 
tertainment only” order that is on the whol 
amazingly good 

They have the vast advantage of honesty. 
They are exactly what they pretend to be. One 
finds in their stories surprisingly few such para- 
graphs as may be gleaned from the columns of 
their supposed superiors, where the reaching 


. vincing story 
toward ultra-refinement leads sometimes almost 


Three-generation play, good but 


WAY DOWN EAST 
All things for all men. ribbon of film caiculated te give good clean 
IT’S A GREAT LIFE 
Humorous school-boy stuff. 
SOMETHING TO THINK ABOUT 


Nothing to worry over. 


THE WORLD AND HIS WIFE* 
Classic tragedy in a new dress. 


THE ROUND-UP 
Typical “Western,”’ with story 
and humor above average 

THE WHITE CIRCLE 
Artistic picturization of an uncon- 


HUMORESQUE.* 


that purpose? I’m inclined to think they 
are, and mighty creditably, tco. They’ve 
chosen the “popular fiction” field as their 
own, and turned out a long and steady 


healthy entertainment, cheap. Sure the villains 
vill and all the heroes are beautiful! And 
in moments of great emotion the lovely ladies’ 
beautiful bosoms heave and fall like the ground 
swell of the great South Sea dcing a double- 
quick. But why shouldn't they? The pure 
food laws have never attempted to stop the mak- 
ing of cheap relishes; they merety insist on the 
proper label. And are the evil “heavies,”’ after 
all, a bit less real or convincing than, for in- 


to humor: A very human story of mother- stance, the British nobleman in “‘The Right To 
“She opened her lips to flay him alive, but he love. Love,”’ who openly sides with his mistress 
closed them with his own in such a kiss that the 45 MINUTES FROM BROADWAY against his wife in his own home, and coldly pluts 


twilight world swayed with her—a perfect kiss, average. 
soft, slow, gentie, yet prideful withal and com- 
manding. A kiss firm enough to be ardent, yet 
delicate enough to be modest.” 

Well. Let’s think of something else. 

Among the picture producers Universal has 
been one of the first to come out avowedly as a 
purveyor of purely popular photoplays. And 





Not quite up to the Charles Ray 


A CUMBERLAND ROMANCE* 
Simple, realistic mountain story. 


HARRIET AND THE PIPER 
The good girl with a past. 


THE JACK-KNIFE MAN 
Delightfully individual humor. 


*Exceptionally good. 


said wife’s disgrace? 

Laugh at “cheap films” all you want to, yeu 
who worship the great A in art—but remember 
the final lines of Kipling’s “Three-Decker”: 
“Go tinker up ycur engines—you know your 

business best; 

She’s taking tired people to the Islands of 

the Blest.”’ 
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This is “‘Poile’’ White in the midst of her pomegranate terrier wanted to go after them, but even the most daring 
orchard at Bayside, Long Island. The pomegranates got out- star on the screen couldn’t quite risk her puppy’s life in so 
side the photograph while “ Poile’”’ was posing, and the fox- fruitless an endeavor. 














Se - 
2 ee = ws 
_ — 








WITH THE 


Irrepressible, 








| HEAR YOU HAD A BLOW-OUT AT YOUR HOUS 


The Home-Wrecker 

The night was perfect. Beneath the prom 
ontory where the car had stopped the lake 
| still under the glories of a full moon. But 
the occupants of the car, a man and a woman 
had no eves for the beauties of the night. The 
latter was beautiful, perfectly attired. She was 
evidently a woman fit to grace the “400.”” Her 
hands bore witness to the fact that she had 
never known work of any sort. She and the 

ires of the world were strangers. The man was 
different. He was an ordinary man—even as 
vou and [. His brow was knit in deep thought 
his mind was apparently tortured by some great 
problem. Suddenly he broke the silence 

“Why, oh, why can you not stay longer,” he 
pleaded “at least until after the ball?”’ 

“T have told you once before,” she replied, 
“that I can never spend a moment under the 
same roof with a man who tried to do such an 
infamous thing as you did.” 

“T know,” he admitted, “but that was in a fit 
of passion. Couldn't you forget that and come 
back under the old conditions?” 

She pondered for a moment. His heart beat 
wildly in expectation. “I am afraid not, because 
I tire of the monotony of your home. I long for 
the city, its gay life and its opportunities. No, 








Joyous, 


I shall never, never come back to you. Please 
drive me to the depot.”’ 

Not far from the station he drew up under th: 
overhanging branches of an elm. Once more he 


pleaded with her, but she was adamant. “This 
is final?’’ he asked in a last appeal 
* Final.”’ 


“Well, then, get out and walk and be damned 
to you and all other cooks,”’ he stormed. “I'll 
lower the wages of any one in my house if I want 
to, or know the reason why Brown Jug 

Tricky 

‘I simply can’t understand the combina- 
tion of my wife’s clothes.” 

“What puzzles you?” 

“Well, when she wants to hide anything, she 
pokes it down her neck, but when she wants to 
get it again, it’s always in her stocking.”’ 
Lehigh Buri 


Hi! Jonesy! 
Doctor (at accident) —Who—who will volun- 
teer to tell this man’s wife that he is hurt? 
Bright Guy—Get Jones to break the news 
he stutters.—Stanford Chaparral 














Unperneatu THe Bovucn. 


—Harvard La mp on 
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COLLEGE Wits 





Irresponsible 


Juan—Suari | sinc you SOMETHING OF LOVI 


Juanita—Wuy sinc 11?—Cornell Widow. 


Ode to Modernity 
From full-dress suits and long-tailed coats 
lhe Dean’s too oft-repeated notes, 
Enameled girls and leaking boats, 
Preserve us 


From prudish vines that will not cling 

The mannish maid whose walk’s a swing 

Unbuckled boots and everything, 
Preserve us. 


From meals gulped down the Walker Way 

Too early rising from the hay, 

From piles of homework every day, 
Preserve us. 


From quizzes causing sleepless nights, 

From girls that argue women’s rights 

Fat chorus girls in purple tights, 
Preserve us. 


From having Mexico annexed, 
From slaving o’er some dry old text 
(To be continued in our next.) 
Preserve us.—Mass. Tech. Voo D 


Psychology 


\ woman is as old as she looks—a man 


not old until he stops looking—Lehigh Burr. 
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Ballade of Change 


By Max Liter 


7 EAR GEORGE: 


You won’t believe your eyes 
When you return from gay Paree; 
You'll rub your orbs in great surprise 
And wonder at the sights you see. 
Old Reubensville, the town where we 
Were born, has changed some, you'll allow. 
Things aren't what they used to be— 
You'd never know the old town now. 


This burg has trebled in its size 

Main Street has movie houses three; 
That big red barn of Ephraim Wise 

Is now a jazz academy. 

The village drunk is gone for he 

Has raised his last bucolic row. 

They’ve thrown away the lock-up key— 
You'd never know the old town now. 


How manners change and how time flies! 

“Pug” Callahan and “ Fat’? McGee 

Who used to bully all the guys, 

Are pillars of the ministry! 

Belle Brown, to whom on bended knee 

You pledged your love with fervent vow, 

Has raised a good-sized family. 

You'd never know the old town now. 
P.S 

Remember blue-eyed Dorothy, 

The kid who used to milk the cow? 

=» Why, she’s the Mayor! Holy Gee! 

} You'd never know the old town now! 


My, My, My! 
Urs. Willis—She leads an ideal society life. 
Mrs. Gillis—So? 
Urs. Willis—Yes. She has a dummy hus- 
band, a rummy son, and a chummy roadster. 














HL. Douglas 


$722 $BLO $900 & $10-2° SHOES 
FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


YOU CAN SAVE MONEY BY WEARING 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOES 


Te best known shoes 
in the world. They 
are sold in 107 W. Li! 
Douglas stores, direct} 
from the factory to you 
at only one profit, which guarantees to 
you the best shoes that can be produced, at 
the lowest possible cost. W.L. Douglas 
name and the retail price are stamped on 
the bottom of all shoes before they leave 
the factory, which is your protection 
against unreasonable profits. 


W.L.Douglas $9.00 and $10.00 shoes are abso- 
lutely the best shoe values for the money in this 
country. They are made of the best and finest 
leathers that money can buy. They combine 
quality, style, workmanship and wearing quali- 
ties equal toother makes selling at higher prices. 
They are the leaders in the fashion centers of 
America. The stamped price is W. L. Douglas 
personal guarantee that the shoes are always 
worth the price paid for them. The prices are 
the same everywhere; they cost no more in 
San Francisco than they do in New York. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are made by the highest 
paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction 
and supervision of experienced men, all working 
with an honest determination to make the best 
shoes for the price that money can buy. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are for sale by over 9000 shoe dealers 
besides our own stores. If your local dealer cannot supply 
ou, take no other make. Order direct from factory. Send 
or booklet telling how to order shoes by mail, postage free. 


CAUTION.— Insist upon having W. President 
las shoes. The name and price is plainly Ho W.L.Douglas Shoe Co., 
1 ful to see 145 Spark Street, 


stamped th e. Be care 
that it Reomet been changed or mutilated. Brockton, Mass. 
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W.L.DOUGLAS 
SHOES FIT WELL 
AND HOLD THEIR 
SHAPE 
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Drawn by Don Heroin 


A Pitan Not Wuo tty witrHout Merit 


Young Author's Wife—MayBeE 1F YOU DIDN’T 


ALWAYS ENCLOSE STAMPS THEY WOULDN'T 





ALWAYS SEND YOUR STORIES BACK; AT LEAST 





| IT WOULD SAVE THE STAMPS. 
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Worn the 1°) World Over 


Quality First 


| 
| Boston 
| Garter 


| FeSus 


GEORGE FROST CO., BOSTON, MAKERS OF 
Veivet Grip Hose Supporters 
for Women, Misses and Children. 























BOOK ON 


DOG DISEASES 
And How to Feed 


Mailed free to any address by 
the Author 


Pioneer H. CLAY GLOVER CO.., Inc., 
Dog Medicines} 118 West 31st Street, New Y. 


5 CGARS 
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Autumn 

By Cuet 

N the annual lineup of the seasons autumn 
bats cleanup. It is the period when ivy 
clings to the mouldering wall and myrtle 
hangs on in the shadowy hall. The forward 
pass, in autumn, nets a few yards and the back- 
ward pass in the back seat nets a few yards of 
hair net. The girl who failed to convince a 
prospect under the summer moons either makes 
a resolution to try again and dusts off her fudge 
recipe or sighs resignedly and takes out a new 


a LEARN PIANO! 
This Interesting Free Book 


shows how you can become a skilled player 
of piano or organ in your own home, at 
- one-quarter usual cost. Dr. Quinn's 

famous Written Method is endorsed by 
leading musicians and heads of State Conservatories Successful 25 
years Play chords at ence and complete piece in every key. within 
4 tessons. Scientific yet easy to understand. Fully illustrated. For 
beginners or teachers, old or young All music free. Diploma granted 
Write today for 64-page free book. “How to Learn Piano or Organ ™ 


_M.. L. Quinn Conservatory, Studio JJ, $98 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass. 


Cuticura Soap 
Will Help You 
Clear Your Skin 
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Father—He 


HOLLERIN’ ABOUT? 
WANTS TO TAKE THAT ENGINE HOME! 


library card. Leaves get fussed and change 
color and little girls smell pungently of bonfires 
they run through. Kids tick-tack and play 
run-sheep-run. Silk shirts, house plants, sus 
penders and the new baby are covered up. The 
recluse with a record of sixty highly sgnted 
years to his credit holes in for a start on the 
sixty-first. The probate judge makes the 
forty-second annual showing of his dress suit at 
the opening dance of the [XL Club. And the 
cold shower hound welches and turns on the 
hot water tap. 

Of a cool morning, in autumn, the bread 
winner weakly attempts to rise and then falls 
back for the full count of ten. The burdock 
grows affectionate. Mother, anticipating 
Christmas, begins to crochet with some degree 
of regularity. The youth returning from the 
cider mill directly after school says all he wants 
for supper is bread and butter and apple-butter. 
The wise farmer mixes his turnips with his sugar 
beets. The deer hunter leaves for the North 
and the golf orphans warmly welcome their 
father. The villitsch belle hears the colletsch 
yell and pastes her mums in her memory book. 
In the small towns the night prowlers begin to 
high spade one another and sink the old store 
teeth into a red Rambo. There are nutting 
parties and fingers get all over walnut stains. 
Father takes down the screens and puts them 
upstairs in the barn and coils up the garden hose 
and puts it down in the cellar. Rabbit dogs 
run artificial bait out of the conversation and 
most anyone can remember when the bicycle 
rack out in front of Rohrer’s cigar store was 
found in the Methodist church the morning 
after Hallowe’en. Leaves fall and so do the 
patrons of the county fair. Harold starts prac 
ticing piano again. And the darby who put up 
such a wonderful picnic lunch in the summer 
drags her feet every time she passes a fur dis 
play with her steady moujik. 

In autumn there are asters and goldenrod, 
jack-o-lanterns and a new crop of teachers. The 
frost is on the pumpkin and nothing is less 
satisfactory than picking goodies out of butter 
nuts. Corn is husked and the ladies’ aid society 
plans rummage sales. The youth is morally 
certain, as he sits in school, that all the warm 
days come in autumn while it was cold all 
through vacation. There are pies from elder- 
berries and sighs over Caesar’s commentaries. 
Milkweed pods crack open and so does father 
when he sends Clifford to the university. Up 
in Pewamo when the street lamps are lighted‘ 
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Learn to Dance! (2.° 2°52; $8 
Trot, One-Step, 
Two-Step, Waltz and latest “up-to-the-minute” so- 
ciety dances in your own home by the wonderful * 
Peak System of Mail Instruction 
New Diagram Method. Easily learned; no music need- 
ed; thousands taught successfully 
Write for Special Terms. Send today for FREE infor- 
mation and surprisingly low offer 
WILLIAM CHANDLER PEAK, M. B. 
Room 603 821 Crescent Place Chicago, t!! 

















the commercial traveler suggests that all th 
natives do there is fish and sleep and the fishing 
season’s over. Butchering brings cracklins 
The broker buys some Do preferred and goes 
South with the rest of the blackbirds. Ele 
tions occur, and when the form sheet is issued 
it is found that the people’s choice is an also 
ran. The girl who loved a man with a rakish 
roadster during the summer transfers her aif 
fections and her lip rouge to a hookoo with a 
closed job. And the pillar of the church returns 
just in time to forestall a charge of non-support 
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A Fat Woman’s Conso.ation. 
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In Ye Good Old Daze 


By W. C. Titcoms and F. S. Murray 
ORDYCE and Sumner make a pair 
Such as aren’t found everywhere. 


Young Sumner forms the music-stand— 
They both jook quite hilarious. 

Old Fordyce thinks it’s simply grand 

lo be a Stradivarious. 


Like all who have the artist soul 

They loved too well the flowing bowl. 
You’d see them hanging round the bars 
With actors and with movie-stars. 
They'd play with equal ease and grace 
The classic and low-browed, 

But only in the Major keys 

For Minors weren’t allowed! 


Though temperamental they were smart 
\nd knew the value of their art. 

When asked to pay by sordid Barmen 
They’d play the overture from Carmen. 
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Y DONT for WRIT 


TW WORDS FOR A SONG 


wet. HELPWwoUu ALONG 
By composing the music FREE and publishing 
same. % 





end poems teday. 
A. T. LENOX CO., 271 W. 125th St., N.Y. 





























EGYPTIAN 


DEITIES 


“The Utmost in Cigarettes” 
Plain End or Cork Tip 


People of culture and 





refinement invariably 
PREFER ‘Deities 
to any other cigarette 


OF 
Sngrgysos 


Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
and Egyptian Cigarettes in the World 














They’d render for a lemonade 

A bit from Schubert’s Serenade. 

But after something strong like gin 
They’d play the hits from Lohengrin. 
For shandy-gaff or half-and-half 
They’d play the Cavatine by Raff; 
For just a simple cup of tea 
Beethoven’s minuet in G. 

Of soft drinks not so very fond 
They’d pay with Carrie Jacobs Bond. 
When they were just about half stewed 
They’d give Rachmaninoff’s Prelude. 
And one time when completely soused 
They did the Garden Scene from Faust. 
They tried to rush them to the cooler, 
They only played the Hula Hula. 
The cops were then completely charmed 
And let them both go quite unharmed. 


Improvements 
Autoist 
ain’t been there 
it’s bad. 


Native—Well, 
But if they ain’t fixed it, 
it’s damn bad. 


fixed it, 





Drawn by Russ Westover 


House Hunter—U'M SORRY WE CAN’T BUY 
IN YOUR CAR. 
Agent- I AM ALSO THI 


SELL YOU ONE. 


SELLING 
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It’s THE MOST COMFORTABLI 
AGENT FOR 


How is the road to Squash Center? 
this year. 
If they hev 


A HOUSI 
"Bus 
THIS CAR. 


Musical Note 
“Ts your married life one grand, sweet song?”’ 
“Well, there’s plenty of chin music.” 


For Its Own Sweet Sake 
“What are you strutting about and grinning 
for?”’ said the Onion. ‘‘ You don’t kid yourself 
that you're stronger than I am?” 
“Oh, no, not that,” replied the Clove. “Iam 
so happy. You see, I am no longer the nation- 
wide liar I used to be.” 


Her Reasons 


Judge—Why do you want to divorce ’Rastus, 
Mandy? 
Mandy—Jedge, Ah been married to him for 


ten years an’ he ain’t done no wurk since de cere- 
mony. ‘Bout four years ago Ah begun to sus 
pect dat he was lazy, an’ now foh de last three 
years he’s been sayin’ as how he was goin’ to git 
a job. Jedge, he ain’t got one yit. Ah doesn’t 
mind marryin’ a loafah, but Ah does strenu- 
ously object to goin’ frew de rest ob mah life 
voked to a hypercrit. 





BUT WE CERTAINLY ENJOYED RIDING 
I WAS EVER IN! 
Now THAT YOU 


FROM YOU, 


LIKE 11 Oo 
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1], Ee, See a hd 
MONTHS TIME 


You need not be a musical genius, 

need not nave any Unusual talent to 

. you just have an ear 

Learn the Piano for music—can remem- 

ber a tune and will devote a little of your spare 

time to practice, you can soon be playing popular 

music, songs, jazz and ragtime by ear—and do it 
with ease. 


Beginners and musicians say my original meth- 
od is the easiest, quickest and most interesting 
ever devised. No tiresome do-re-mi or scales to 
learn; just a few simple principles that anyone 
can easily follow. Ra ess from the start 
astonishes every pupil. 


Complete course includes twenty lessons that 
you can easily understand and quickly master: 
costs no more than is usually charged for a few 
hours of personal instruction. Easy terms if you 
wish. Start now and be playing and entertaining 
your friends hy winter. 


Write to-day for interesting 
free booklet. letters from stu- 
dents and full particulars 


RONALD G. WRIGHT, Director 


NIAGARA SCHOOL OF MUSIC 


Dept, 310, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 











Triolet 
I have kissed a girl before, 
This is something new. 
Tell me, will you, why you swore? 
I have kissed a girl before. 


Some would smile. Some wanted more. 
None said wicked words like you. 

I have kissed a girl before, 
This is something new! 


Scotch Via Latin 
Higgins—I wonder why the doctor asks 
whether I can read Latin? 
Wiggins—So that you will not decipher his 
prescription. 
Higgins—Nonsense! Who cares what they 
call whiskey in a foreign language? 
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How It Was 


“TT seems to me,” said the recently arrived 

guest, “that I have seen more motor cars 
going past here since I came than are usually to 
be observed in a town of this size.” 

“Tell you how ’tis,” replied the landlord of 
the tavern at Grudge. ‘About the only 
smooth stretches of street here are around this 
block and the next one, so when our citizens 
turn out for the thrill of splitting the wind they 
just revolve around these two squares till they 
get all they can stand of it for the time being. 
You’ve seen the same cars about ten times 
apiece, Mr. Newcome.” 


The Glooms 
Optimist—It rains on the just as well as on~ 
the unjust. 
Pessimist—And still worse, it is always the 
unjust who has the umbrella. 
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Indigestion 
Heartburn 
Flatulence 
Palpitation 


Just as soon as you eat a tablet or 
two of Pape’s Diapepsin all the stom- 
ach distress caused by acidity will 
end. Pape’s Diapepsin always puts 
sick, upset, acid stomachs in order 
at once. Large 60c case—drugstores. 


Dives 


Demon Destroyer 
“Hurry! Hide the bottle! 
Deacon Salmer.”’ 
“Oh, I don’t think he’d be so terribly 
shocked.” 
“No. 


Here comes 


But he wouldn’t leave a drop.” 


Hard to Keep Track Of 
First Flea—I suppose your family is pretty 
well scattered. 
Second Flea—Oh, yes; mother. is on the hog, 
father went off on a bat, and brother is fol- 
lowing the hounds. 
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“He's GETTING AWFUL FAT; ISN’T HE WORKING?” 
“Yes, HE’S BEEN PULLING CABBAGES OVER IN Squire HawkINs PATCH.” 
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TO DROTECT | 














To allay coughs, to soothe sore, 
irritated throats and annoying 
colds, depend upon Piso’s. Its 
prompt use protects you by 
keeping little ills from becom- 
ing great. Buy Piso’s today— 
have it in the house ready for 
instant aid. It contains no 
opiate—it is good for young 
and old, 


—. at your druggist’s 


PISO'S 


for Coughs & Colds 














Throwing Greely into 
Reverse 
By Matcoum H. 


her on a 
She had been summering summerwhere in 


OETTINGE! 
MET train bound for the East. 
Califilmia; so had I. She had the upper berth 
I the lower. I offered to exchange. She 
accepted gratefully—and our friendship had 
begun. 

Her name was Eileen. 
And more. 

She disliked crowds; she could blow smoke 
rings; she had smooth, tanned skin, and fresh 
lips; she crossed her legs without eternally 
pulling her skirts down with a sub-debmur 
smirk; she enjoyed George Ade and Franklin 
Adams; she walked through the train without 
lurching helplessly; she displayed exquisite 
finesse in kissing: and she never snored. 

I met her on the train bound for the East. 

Whoever said “‘Go West, young man!”’ must 


She was all of that. 


| have been thinking of the Return Journey. 
























~ Free Trial 


you may have any instrument with complete musical outfit, 

Yo a week’s free trial at home. No obligation to buy. Return 
it at our expense after trial if you wish. No charge for trial. 
Outfit includes velvet lined case, self instructor, music and all 
accessories at factory cost. A tremendous saving. 


Convenient Monthly Payments 


A few cents a day will pay for instrument and outfit. This offer 
gives you genuine Wurlitzer instruments, known all over world 
for artistic quality. Have one now for Free Trial. 


Send Coupon for Beautiful New Catalog 
Every instrument known illustrated with rice, easy terms and 
free trial blank. | Catalog absolutely free. Write today. 

The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co., Dept. 2387 

117 E. 4th St., Cincinnati, O.—329 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 


Send me your new catalog illustrated in color with fall details of 
Wurlitzer Complete Outfits and free trial and easy payment offer. 
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The Idea' 

Hiram (calling on his girl, who has just 
started to take piano lessons)—What was the 
name of that piece you just played? 

Mandy—(looking at the name in her instruc- 
tion-book, and blushing)—It’s called ‘Trip- 
lets.”’ 


A Sign of the Times 
rhe greatly increased cost of all good build- 
ing material is evidenced in the make-up of the 
political platforms. Neither of the two great 
parties could have got their platforms past any 


conscientious building-inspector. 


Obsolete Term 
“It’s as cheap as dirt.” 
“But real estate was never higher. Dirt 
sn’t cheap.”’ 
Wake Up! 
\ day dreamer gets attention only when he 


snores. 
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Refore Using Marvel 


This Universit 
the century 


enuine 
Aspirin 


" means genuine 
’— Insist! 


Name ‘‘Bayer’ 
Say ‘‘Bayer’ 





when 
Then you are sure of getting true 


Say “Bayer” buying Aspirin. 
“Bayer 
Tablets of Aspirin’—genuine Aspirin 
proved safe by millions and prescribed by 
physicians for over twenty years, Ac- 
cept only an unbroken “Bayer package” 
which contains proper directions to relieve 
Headache, Toothache, Earache, Neuralgia, 
Rheumatism, Colds and Pain. Handy tin 
boxes ‘of 12 tablets cost few cents. Drug- 
gists also sell larger “Bayer packages.” 
Aspirin is trade mark of Bayer Manufac- 





ture Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid. 


Perfectly Proper 
By La Tovucune Hancock 
Said the maid, “I'll stop calling you ‘Mr.’, 
I will be—not your wife, but your sr!” 

Said the man, “I feel proud, 

For a brother’s allowed 
To do this,” —and he caught her, and kr! 

The Long Paw of the Law 

Country Justice—This here officer of the law 
says you were speedin’ forty miles an hour in 
violation of the statutes. What have you to 
say for yourself? 

Autoist—Your honor, I may have been 
traveling a bit fast. You see, I was going from 
Canada to my home and 
You're guilty all right. I fine you 


Justice 
two quarts 


Picture is telling the 
story. Nothing like it 
on the market. Besides 
cleaning and refresh- 
ing scalp—M arvel Hair- 
Dresser — dresses most 
contrary hair in won- 
derful manner. On re- 
ceipt of 75c we will send 
ostpaid anywhere 
Money refunded if not 
pleasing. Barbers take 
notice. 


After Using Marvel 


MARVEL, 546 4th Avenue, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
GET WELL—BE YOUNG-GROW TALL 





discovery is the most important health invention of 
remakes and rejuyv engtes the Human } Body =. 
It frece tmeinesd yao ted nerves, 
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Drucn by Dow Henoio 
\ LITTLE CONSERVATION OF MAN POWER 
HERE WOULDN’T HURT 


Help Wanted— Male 


UNT ’LIZA waddled into the bank almost 
out of breath. 
‘Look-a-heah, 


twenty-five dollahs, a 


4 


Mistah Bankah, I wants 
n’ I’se got to have it right 
today.” 

‘Why, what in the world, Aunt ‘Liza, makes 
you in such a hurry for twenty-five dollars?”’ 

“T’se got to pay some stohage.” 

“Got to pay some storage? What do you 
have to pay storage on?”’ 

“ Aw’ quit foolin’ wid me, Mistah Bankah, an’ 
lemme have dat twenty-five dollahs. I’se got 
to pay de stohage on my husban’. De sheriff's 
got ’im stohed in jail, an’ I got to pay de stohage 
befo’ I kin git ‘im out. Cotton pickin’ time is 
gittin’ close by, an’ I needs dat niggah in mah 
business!” 


The First Question 
“Honey, I know where we can rent a house.”’ 
“What’s the matter with it?” 








CASCARETS 


| 


“They Work while you Sleep” | 





Knock on wood! You're feeling fine, 
eh? That’s great! Keep the entire 
family feeling that way always with 
occasional Cascarets for the liver and 
bowels. When bilious, constipated, head- 
achy, unstrung, or for a cold, upset 
stomach, or bad breath, nothing acts 





like Cascarets. No griping, no inconven- 
fence. 10, 25, 50 cents. | 


To Oblige a Lady 
The Ticket Taker—Outside, kid! You can’t 
see the show without a ticket. 
The Kid—Leggo! Iwas in here a minute ago 
an’ the bearded lady ast me to go an’ get her a 
ten-cent plug of eatin’ tobacco. 


The New Philosophy 
First Old Friend—To think that you have 
sunk so low as to do a thing like that! 
Second Old Friend—On the contrary, I have 
risen so high that such things are my privilege 
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Times Change 

Willis—When I was here ten years ago the 
preacher was reproving you for not being at 
church on Sunday morning. 

Gillis—Y es? 

Willis—And I just heard you calling down 
the preacher for not being at the golf-match 
Sunday afternoon. 


Speak Up! 
Perhaps they exist, but, 
you ever meet a cheerful giver? 


30 


honestly now, did 


platinum in any 
gets, ——— 
stamps, un 

on ag ° of " alue 


is searched. 
| HENRY ROMEIKE, 


Get Highest Cash Prices *",,;.' 


jewelry , diamonds (loose or mounted), 


watches, gold, silver 
amount or form, g& Id or silver ores an 
mercury, false teeth, war bonds, v 
postage of any denomination—in fact a 
Send us by mail or express. Cash sent in return 
ods returned in 10 days if you're not satisfied. 


re OHIO SMELTING & REFINING CO. 
281 Lennox Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio 









ROMEIKE’S ‘PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 
We will send you all newspaper 
| | clippings which mayappear about you, your friends. orany 

ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” 


Every ne 
per or periodical q. importance in the United States 
Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings. 

106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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made every big city a festering sore o1 


The Ideal Life 


When Shakespeare, with 


deep insight into human nature, 


the ideal life, he did not select his characters from 


cities, or place them in the environ- 


he crowded haunts of men with their fetid and ranci 
phere of moral and physical corruption, their che 


of human worth, their sordid aims, 1 


a menace to humanit) 


N 9 when Shake 


peare—seer as well as sage, who has 


illuminated with the brilliancv of the noondav sun 
everv point of morals, of manners, of statecraft, of 
ocial philosophy, ol taste, of the conduct of lite 

hoy is the conditions under which a nearly perfect 
state of society possible, he select as ! tage Ne 
y c ] 7 ] 1 . 

Forest of Arden, remote from the untruth, hypocrisy, 


ignorance and violence of a society 


selfish 


Arcadia a 


y pursuing i 
aims, and within the sylvan shades of this 


s° 


fascinating company of exiles realize 


mode and conception of life that is ideal in its democ- 


racy because each men ber of t] e hay Ps band i an 


in the sense of nobility of heart and char- 


aristocrat 


cter. 


“As You Like It’’ 


describes a life that would please everyone. Rich in 
its revelations of the mysteries of human nature and 
the philosophy of life, Shakespeare seems to have 
transfused much of the wisdom of past ages into his 
own all-combining mind. ‘This great comedy, word 
for word as the great ma together with 
everything else that he wrote, exactly as it came from 
his pen, is found in this De Luxe Edition of 


ter wrote it, 


SHAKESPEARE’S COMPLETE WORKS 


An Unexpurgated Edition 


us the most eminent 
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Other Interesting Features 





I pe The irge-t thut could be used without 
moking the volumes too bulky; ample margins 
Paper. A pure white, thin opaque paper The 


imes average nearly 700 pageseach. Each volume 
x5'e inche 


Binding. 
tles in gold 


Rich silk-finished purple cloth, with 


A Liberal 


Educ 


To hieve distinction in the higher i 
Shakespeare None ever possessed his power ¢ 
wwing the workings of the human heart, his ir 
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HalfthePublisher’s Price 
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the resources of the tter tl iny man ¢ ; end furt ri] Cat eI 
on this planet. His vocabulary embraced over 15,000 word that of € t of paper a er material 
the average well educated man is rarely more than : Read 7 red t eight I ft 1 
Shakespeare too for his vivid and lifelike word portraits of tamous : : :: . 

n and women. found in the gorgeou tting of his histori Iran ‘ 

This myriadminded genius was « lly at home in all classes of OE ctor ti ‘ 
society, in all ages and lands. He shows us the East in its Oriental gjcn cing of the sete t ne 
sensuousness: Greece, Rome: France and England in the days of chiv The “ge Pay ge 
alry; the teeming vitality of the London streets; life in the palaces of in pr ODAY. 
the rich and the | Is of the poor. He knew all crimes and their con ee ee 
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40 SUPERB ILLUSTRATIONS 
IN COLOR me 
1 DOOD oo bn 0:6 00 6660 40660860SG0006408 6480s 
depicting famous scenes in Shakespeare’s plays, and hun- _— 
at CSS COO Oe 
dreds of text illustrations reproduced from rare wood cuts I 
used in books published in Shakespeare's time, are fea- | Occupation . ree e eee eeeeeeesesenennes 
. . one send $15.30 with ore save $1.70. 
tures altogether unique and found in no other edition. Or, send $15.30 with order and save $1.70 
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Camels 





ring true ! 





They'll give you new notions about 
how delightful a cigarette can be ! 








— 


OU get to smoking Camels because you 

appreciate their fine, refreshing flavor! 
And, you like them better all the time because 
they never tire your taste! 


Camels quality makes Camels so appetizing, 
so continuously delightful. And, Camels expert 
blend of choice Turkish and choice Domestic 
tobaccos gives them that wonderful mildness 
and mellow body. 


You have only to compare Camels with any 
cigarette in the world at any price to know 
personally that Camels are a revelation! 

And, Camels never leave any unpleasant 
cigaretty aftertaste or unpleasant cigaretty 
odor! 
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Camels are sold every- 
where in scientifically 
sealed packages of 20 
cigarettes for 20 cents. 


R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co. 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 
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